FADE IN:

EXT. STREET - MORNING         

MUSIC PLAYS as a black man in his early 30’s, RALPHIE, slowly walks down the street.  He wears a white T-shirt, black ball cap turned to the side, and old baggy blue jeans with a hole in one knee and splattered paint on them.

Standing near the corner up ahead is LAFAWNDUH, a prostitute in her early 20’s, black, short hair, cute body, dressed in a Jean skirt and tight top.

Ralphie casually strolls over to her, looking her body up and down as he walks.

RALPHIE

Damn, Lafawnduh...you looking gooood girl!

She ignores him, keeps looking around.

Ralphie continues to check her out.

RALPHIE

What you doin’ in say 30 minutes???  What 
do you say me and you get together for a lil 
somethin’ somethin’? 

She continues to ignore him, clearly irritated.

Ralphie reaches over and touches her waist.

RALPHIE

Girl-

Lafawnduh starts hitting him and pushing him away.  Ralphie ducks, stepping back, covering his head like a wimp.

RALPHIE

What’s that all about? I was just tryin to offer 
you a lil business and this is how you do me?

LAFAWNDUH

You must think I’m a damn fool?  You still 
owe me for 50 dollars the last time!  3 hour 
hand job Motha Fucker!  Make me fracture 
my wrist.

Lafawnduh raises her other hand.  She wears a small brace on her wrist.

RALPHIE

What, but I paid you last time?

HOOKER

You seriously don’t think I know the 
difference between real money and 
Monopoly money?? 

RALPHIE

(makes face)

Hey, but at least I paid you in all bigger 
bills...even if they were fake!  ...One thing 
I ain’t is cheap!  That’s for sure.

Lafawnduh throws a fist in the air in his direction.

HOOKER

Oh, get outta here fool, before you make 
me lose any real business!

RALPHIE

It’s like that then?

She gives him an ugly look.

HOOKER

Yeah, it’s like That!

RALPHIE

I was about to invite your ass on a shopping 
spree was what I was about to do.  But too 
late, you just lost your chance.

Lafawnduh’s eyes get big.  She moves her head from side to side as she speaks.

HOOKER

Oh, I know all about your little shopping 
sprees.  Take my ass to the dollar store with 
ten dollars and expect me to be all excited!  

Shit...  I hope none of my girls saw me in 
there with you the last time cause that would 
just be downright embarrassing.

RALPHIE

What?  More embarrassing than wha’ you 
out here doin’ now? 

HOOKER

I already told you this is only temporary!  
I’m designing my own brand of scratch n 
sniff stripper poles!  I already have all my 
different designs copyrighted, and my 
prototype is in the mail. 

RALPHIE

The only prototype you got is in between 
yo legs..   And believe me, you can’t 
copyright pussy!  That there thing been 
copyrighted, registered, leased, whatever, 
over one hundred thousand times...  

HOOKER

Get outta here before I call my pimp.

Ralphie starts to walk away.

RALPHIE

Whateva... 
(turns back) 
Call me later if you change your mind 
about that dolla store!

EXT. CHRIS’S HOUSE - MORNING

Ralphie approaches the house.  Looks around.  Makes sure no one sees him.  Runs down the side of house and toward the back.

INT. CHRIS’S HOUSE - MORNING

A window is seen opening.  Ralphie slides himself in through window, falling upon the living room floor. 

Ralphie pauses in place, stays quiet, looks around, double checking no one is there, then gets up.

He starts humming to himself.  Walks over to a rack of CDs. 

RALPHIE

Let’s see...  What’s he got here...?  What’s he 
got here...?
Ralphie starts looking through his cousin Chris’s CDs.

RALPHIE

Akon..  Cool cool... 

He picks up another CD.  Looks at it. 

RALPHIE

(smirking)

Shakira?  What the fuck???

Makes a face, puts that CD back down. 

Looking through more.

RALPHIE

I wanna hear me a lil Marvin Gaye.  Yes sir..

He takes a Marvin Gaye CD, walks to entertainment system.  Opens glass door, takes CD out of case and puts it in stereo. 

Eyes stereo system.

RALPHIE

(running fingers over stereo)

Damn...  That’s a nice stereo.  Look at that.

Ralphie walks back over to the CD stand.  Grabs a CD.

RALPHIE

(to himself)

I’m a take that Shakira with me...  Might be 
worth somethin’ on the street.

He puts the CD deep into one of his jeans pockets.

Music starts to play.  Ralphie hums along.  He sees the open door to the bathroom.  Pauses, smells his shirt.  Makes face.

Still singing, he walks into bathroom, takes off his shirt, throws it on the ground.

INT. BATHROOM - SHOWER - MORNING

Ralphie under shower stream.  He is singing along loudly to the Marvin Gaye song.

He sees a brand new expensive looking soap bar in shower.  Picks it up, smells it.  He starts scrubbing his arms with the bar of soap.  Then reaches down his front area to clean there.

EXT. CHRIS’S HOUSE - MORNING
CHRIS, 20’s, black, hard worker, dressed in work clothes, takes out his house key and starts to unlock the front door.

DARRELL, Chris’s older cousin and co-worker, 30’s, goofy, also dressed in work clothes, stands behind him.

DARRELL

Thanks for the breakfast, that really hit the spot.

CHRIS

No problem.  Glad you liked it, cause it’ll 
probably be the last one we can afford for 
at least three months the way things are going.

DARRELL

I really appreciate you letting me stay with you 
and getting me this job and all. 

CHRIS

Don’t worry about it.  You’d do the same for me.

INT. CHRIS’S HOUSE - MORNING

Chris and Darrell enter.  Chris shoves keys into his pocket. 

Chris instantly looks around suspiciously, sensing something.

Laughter is heard coming from his bedroom.

Chris tosses some gear he is carrying onto the floor and stomps over to his bedroom.

INT. BEDROOM - MORNING

Laying in Chris’s bed, wearing only maroon colored silk boxers, is Ralphie.  He is watching a talk show on Chris’s television, and biting into a crisp red apple.

RALPHIE

Oh, hey Chris!                            
(pointing at T.V.) 

You ever watch that Ellen?  That white girl’s 
mad funny.  She does that little dance and 
wears those funny shoes.  Ha, ha.

Chris stares at him, his face red with anger.

CHRIS

What the hell did I tell you about coming 
into my house without my permission!  And 
are those my new silk boxers?  Do you know 
how much those cost!

Chris walks over and rips the apple from Ralphie’s hand.

RALPHIE

Hey-  Come on now, we family.  We cousins.

CHRIS

Only by marriage!  Get yo ass up outta my bed.

Chris throws the apple at Ralphie, hitting him in the chest.

CHRIS

NOW!

RALPHIE

Alright.  Alright.  Easy now.  No need to 
resort to violence.

Chris goes over to his bathroom. 

INT. BATHROOM

He pokes his head into the shower.  He sees his razor full of hairs. 
CHRIS

(yells out)

What did I tell you about using my razor!

Chris then sees his soap bar, lying on the bottom of shower, full of pubic hair.

CHRIS

And you used my new, specially ordered face 
soap bar to wash your balls!  I’m gonna kill you!

Darrell walks up behind Chris.  Makes a face.

DARRELL

Ew...  Now that’s just nasty.

INT. LIVING ROOM 
Chris and Darrell walk into the living room.  Ralphie is just pulling up his jeans onto his underwear-less body.

RALPHIE

You better get your T.V. checked, you only 
getting about 4 channels.  And not one of 
them is BET.

CHRIS

That’s because you charged up my bill the last 
time you were here, ordering all that pay per 
view crap that yo broke ass will never pay me 
back for.

RALPHIE

Who says I’m not gonna pay you back? 

CHRIS

Ha!  I’d like to see that one!

RALPHIE

I got me a couple things lined up.  Just wait 
till I get mine, you’re gonna be asking me to 
borrow couple hundred here and there.  And 
you know what, I’m gonna give it to you, 
cause that’s how I do.

Chris points to the front door.

RALPHIE

It’s alright.  I’m going.  I’m going.

As Ralphie walks toward front door, he cleverly bumps his arm into a small table.

RALPHIE

Ouch.

Ralphie rolls his shoulder to see if it’s OK. 

RALPHIE

I’m all right.  I’m all right.

Ralphie takes a step forward.

Chris grabs Ralphie’s arm and forces his hand open. 

Ralphie holds a small knick knack in the palm of his hand. 

CHRIS

(taking knick knack)

I’ll take that.

Ralphie’s eyes get big.

RALPHIE

What’s that?  How’d that get there?

Ralphie steps out of the apartment and walks away.

CHRIS

(to Darrell)

That’s Ralphie for ya!  Always trying to steal 
somethin’

RALPHIE V.O. 

(in the distance)

That’s messed up.  Accusing me...  I’m appalled!

Without looking, Chris grabs the silk boxers from the floor.
DARRELL

Is that what I think it is?

CHRIS

What?

Darrell looks down at the silk boxers he is holding.  They are inside out.  There is a long shit stain down the back of them. 

CHRIS

Ugh!  That mother fucker!
Darrell starts laughing.

DARRELL

Now that’s funny.

CHRIS

Shut up!

CHRIS

Come on, let’s get to work before we’re late.

Chris opens the door to the smiling face of their landlord MAREK, a skinny, annoying black guy, late 30’s, speaks with a heavy accent and dressed in traditional African Clothing.

MAREK

(cocky look)

It took you bitches long enough.  I’m here 
about me rent money.  I’m tired a’ fucken 
around with yo black asses.  You pay up by 
the end of today or you’re out on the street.

CHRIS

I promise we’ll get it to you as soon as we can. 
So just chill out already!  You’ll have it in the 
next few days.

Marek laughs.

MAREK

You promise?  Well you know what your 
promises mean to me?

Marek puts his face right in Deon’s face.

MAREK

They don’t mean SHIT!

Chris steps past him.

CHRIS

Come on Darrell, we gotta get to work.

MAREK

And I saw that friend of yours leaving your 
place a few minutes ago.  You told me there 
was only two of you living here?  If you got 
three, I’m gonna have to double your rent.

CHRIS

He’s not living here.  I already told you that!

MAREK

Well he was using your shower!  Utility bills 
are expensive.  Water is hard to come by 
these days.  That’ll be another $30 this 
month for water!

Chris and Darrell start to walk away.  Darrell flips off Marek without looking at him.

Marek gets offended.  He flips them off.

MAREK

Fuck you, motha fucker!

Marek flips them off with both hands.

MAREK

Double fuck both of you!

EXT. “ALL KINDA’ TOOLZ” HARDWARE STORE - MORNING

Chris and Darrell walk toward the store.

INT. “ALL KINDA’ TOOLZ” HARDWARE STORE - MORNING

A sexy Latina woman, 20’s, long hair, sits at the front desk.  This is LUPITA.  She speaks with a sexy Spanish accent.

The owner of the store, HARVEY, 50’s, stocky, is sitting on the corner of Lupita’s desk talking flirtatiously with her.

HARVEY
Yeah, I bet you can cook up some real good 
Mexican food.  What are those things called, 
they’re made out of fried out pork fat with 
the skins attached?

LUPITA

Oh, you must mean Chicharrones.

Harvey is staring directly at Lupita’s boobs.

HARVEY

Uhhh hmmm.  I’d love me some of those 
Chee-chee-rron-es right now.  I bet you can 
make some real delicious tasting Cheech-

Chris and Darrell enter the building.

Harvey quickly stands up, clears his throat, then walks over to his office and goes inside.

CHRIS

Good morning, Lupita.

The secretary smiles at them.

LUPITA

Good morning.

Chris nervously looks in the direction of Harvey’s office.

CHRIS

Harvey in a good mood this morning?

LUPITA

Yes, he seems to be.

CHRIS

And how’s business going so far today?

LUPITA

It’s been a little better.

The phone rings.  Lupita answers it.

Chris takes in this information.  Motions to Darrell to follow him.  They walk to Harvey’s office.

Chris knocks on the partially closed door.

BRUCE

Yes?

INT. BRUCE’S OFFICE 
Chris and Darrell enter.
CHRIS

Sir, we were both wondering if we could 
ask you something?

HARVEY
Then ask me. I don’t got all day, I’m busy.

Chris walks closer to Bruce’s desk.

CHRIS

Well, I’ve been working here six years and 
all without a raise, and I think I do a fairly 
decent job.  I’m never late, most of the time 
I don’t even take a lunch break, or any other 
type of a break.

HARVEY
Get to the point.

CHRIS

So, I was just kinda’ wondering if...  If I 
could have a raise. 

Chris looks at his cousin.

DARRELL

And I’s was wondering if I could have one too.

HARVEY
Do I need miracle ear here, or did I just hear 
you two dildos ask me if you could have a 
raise? 

Chris and Darrell both nod.

HARVEY
Do you two think this here is the god damn 
welfare office, and I’m just gonna hand out 
food stamps, milk and cheese, or whatever 
you like?  Would you like some tampons 
while you’re at it too?  Huh?  It your time 
of the month?  How’s about a lil bit of that 
coconut oil for your sore nipples.  Shall we 
add that to the list?

Darrell looks down at his chest, touches his breast area, puzzled.

CHRIS

Sir, I think we’re being perfectly reasonable 
here- 

HARVEY
(loud)

I don’t know if you’re aware, but the “R” 
word is a dirty word in today’s economy!  
Not to mention, absolutely out of the question!  
Not only can you not have a raise, but at the 
rate we’re going, I’m afraid I’m gonna have to 
cut both your hours in half.

CHRIS

But I’ve been here longer than anybody.  And 
Jamal and Zeus are late all the time and take 
extra long lunch breaks.  Why can’t you cut 
their hours?

HARVEY
You want me to cut my own sons hours?

Harvey’s eldest son ZEUS, tall, muscular, body builder type, steps into office.  He hears this and growls.  Gives Chris and Darrell a mean look.

HARVEY
Besides, I also need the extra money so 
Jamal can enroll in tennis lessons.

CHRIS

I mean no offense sir, but your son never 
finishes anything he starts.  What about the 
pottery classes you enrolled him in last 
month?  And the swimming lessons the 
month before?  He only lasted a day.

HARVEY
He said he saw a shark!!!

CHRIS

In the city swimming pool?

Zeus, his arms crossed, muscles flexing, growls again.

HARVEY
Hey, if my son wants to explore his creative 
side then I’m gonna do whatever it takes to 
allow him to.  You guys can either take the 
hours I give you, or find yourselves a new job!

CHRIS

No, no, no, we’ll take what you give us...

Chris looks to his cousin.  Signals him to follow. 

EXT. “ALL KINDA’ TOOLZ” HARDWARE STORE - MORNING

Chris and Darrell are sweeping the area in front of store.

CHRIS

Can you imagine?  That blind bastard trying 
to hit a tennis ball?  Shit, he couldn’t hit a ten 
pound pussy if it was right in front of him.

In the distance they see JAMAL, skinny, little twerp, pull up on his bicycle.  He parks the bike, and then takes some items out of a basket on the bike’s handlebars. 

He starts walking with the items, and one by one, each item falls to the ground.  He scrambles every which way, trying to pick them up.

Chris just stares at Jamal.  Shakes his head.  Keeps Sweeping.

EXT. “ALL KINDA’ TOOLZ” HARDWARE STORE - MORNING

Chris and Darrell stop sweeping.  Wipe their foreheads.

DARRELL

It sure is hot out here.

CHRIS

I know.

DARRELL

How hot you think it is?

CHRIS

I dun know, maybe 100, 105.  It feels like 
it’s 105. 
DARRELL

I sure wish Mr. Harvey would give us at least 
a 10 minute break.  A nice cold soda would 
sure hit the spot right about now. 

Chris makes a face, a drink would sound good to him.

DARRELL

You think this street is clean enough already?  

We been sweeping it for nearly 2 hours.

Chris carefully looks over the street.

CHRIS

Yeah, that should be good enough for Mister 
Picky in there.  Let’s go see what he wants us 
to do next.

They pick up their brooms and dustpans.  Walk toward entrance.

Chris and Reggie are about a foot from the entrance.  Zeus and Jamal are exiting the building, chatting. 

JAMAL

I can’t believe dad gave us a raise!

ZEUS
(patting Jamal on back)

Well, little brother, that’s what happens when 
you do good work.

Zeus looks at Chris and Darrell as they pass, and growls.

Chris stands in place.  Clenches his hands into fists.  His face turns bright red.  

CHRIS

Awww.  Hell no! I don’t play that.

Chris marches toward entrance.  Darrell is trying to hold him back.

DARRELL

Oh no, calm down, keep your cool.  Remember 
what you said?  Can’t take things too personal  

round here, gotta just do our jobs and hang in 
there for at least another year. 

INT. “ALL KINDA’ TOOLZ” HARDWARE STORE - MORNING

Chris bursts through the double doors. 

Lupita, who is talking on the phone, sees the look on Chris’s face.  She slowly lowers phone.  A customer is heard saying, “Hello? Hello?” as she hangs up. 

Chris walks straight to Harvey’s office.  Opens the door.

INT. HARVEY’S OFFICE
Harvey quickly closes a dirty magazine he is looking at.

HARVEY
Hey, what you doin’ coming in here without 
knocking!  I was working on some important 
business!

CHRIS

You gave those two clowns raises, and you 
couldn’t even afford to give me a small one 
when I’ve been here three times as long as 
they have?

HARVEY
Listen boy, you better watch your tone with 
me.  You know my boys are in training to 
take over this place when I retire.  They my 
only family.

CHRIS

So!  I should be getting a raise over their 
asses.  And I know I could do a much better 
job running this place than either of them! 

Harvey stands, getting angry.
HARVEY
Did you come outta’ my wife’s vagina?  NO!  

Then you ain’t taking over this business, and 
you certainly ain’t getting no raise.

Zeus steps into the office.  He folds his arms.  Maddogs Chris.

CHRIS

This is bull shit.

HARVEY
Well, here’s a little news flash for you.  
YOU, and dummy over there, are both fired. 

Darrell is seen standing outside office, peeking inside.

CHRIS

You can’t fire us.  That’s illegal.  You’re 
supposed to give us two weeks notice.  It’s 
in your company contract!

Harvey throws his head back and starts laughing. 

HARVEY
You hear that Zeus, he says he wants two 
weeks notice?

Zeus walks straight over to Chris, gets him in a headlock with one of his arms. 
Then he reaches out, grabs Darrell, pulls him into office, and puts him in a headlock with his other arm.

Chris and Darrell are squirming, trying to get free.

ZEUS
All right, here’s your two weeks notice.

Zeus squeezes his bulging muscle against Chris’s neck.

ZEUS
One.

Zeus squeezes other bulging muscle against Darrell’s neck.

ZEUS
Two.

Chris’s face is red.  He continues to squirm.  Darrell looks like he is about to pass out. 

Zeus and his father laugh.  Zeus jerks forward and let’s them go.  They both get shoved forward.  Darrell falls to his knees.

DARRELL

(holding neck)

I couldn’t breathe.

HARVEY
Collect your shit and get out! 

HARVEY
(smiling)

Let me say it one more time just for 
amusement purposes.  You both, are fired. 
F-I-R-E-D.  Can you spell that?

Chris and Darrell stand just outside office door.

CHRIS

(nodding head toward Zeus)

Yeah.  But he can’t!

Zeus lunges toward them.  Chris and Darrell turn and run.

        CUT TO:
EXT. “ALL KINDA’ TOOLZ” HARDWARE STORE - MORNING

Chris and Darrell walk to Chris’s car, a 1995 green Honda.

Jamal exits his father’s company car a few feet from them.

Darrell taps Chris on shoulder.

DARRELL

Hey Chris, watch this.

Darrell looks over at Jamal.  Widens his eyes and points.

DARRELL

Watch out!  SHARK!

Jamal jumps away from the car.  He trips and falls on the ground.  Gets up, looking over his shoulder.

DARRELL

Look.  He’s over there!  There he is!  

Behind You.  SHARK!

Jamal gasps, looks behind him and covers part of his face.

Chris and Darrell laugh.  Darrell throws his arm up in the air and points to Jamal’s side, but doesn’t yell this time.

Jamal looks to his side.

DARRELL

He’s so stupid.  Falls for it every time.

Chris and Darrell climb into Chris’s car. 

INT. CAR - DAY         

Chris and Darrell slowly drive down the street with the windows rolled down.  Both look depressed.

An African American woman in her late 60’s, with curly gray hair, walks on sidewalk. 
She is wearing a dress and looks like a church lady.  She carries a bible at her side.

She spots them.  Walks over toward them.  Chris stops.

CHURCH LADY

Hey boys, how you two doing this blessed 
mornin’?

CHRIS

Good, Mrs. Jenkins, how you doin’?

Mrs. Jenkins walks up to the driver’s side window.

CHURCH LADY

Oh, I’m all right.

She looks around then looks back at Chris.

CHURCH LADY

But I’d be doin’ a whole lot better if I had 
me some reefer.
CHRIS

Oh, yeah?
CHURCH LADY

You boys got a lil stash you wanna sell me? 

CHRIS


Mrs. Jenkins, I told you before, we don’t 
have none of that stuff. 

Mrs. Jenkins peers into the truck and looks around.

CHURCH LADY

You sure you boys ain’t holding out on me?

CHRIS

Now you know we wouldn’t do that.

CHURCH LADY

What about that cousin of yours?  Ralph. 
He got any extra weed?

CHRIS

Now that’s the last person you’d wanna ask. 
That fool can’t even afford a cigarette, and I 
don’t mean a pack, I mean an individual.

Mrs. Jenkins looks disappointed.

DARRELL

What’s a nice church lady like yourself want 
with that stuff any ways?

CHURCH LADY

(dirty look)

I may be old, but I ain’t dead, nigga’

CHRIS

(laughing)

Ha ha ha, she told you.

Mrs. Jenkins places her hand on her bible.

CHURCH LADY

Even Jesus needed to smoke a blunt every 
now and then. 

Mrs. Jenkins moves her hand across her hips and body.

CHURCH LADY

I got a date with old Mr. Henry tonight and 
we gonna get our groove on.  I was hoping 
I could score me some stuff, cause you know 
how much better sex is when you’re high as 
an almighty kite!

Chris and Darrell laugh.

CHRIS

We’ll catch you later Mrs. Jenkins.

Chris waves and pulls away.

INT. CAR - DAY         

Moments later, Chris and Darrell, still driving down the street. Darrell is smoking a joint.

DARRELL

You want some?

CHRIS

Naw.

A homeless guy pushing a cart walks down the street. He is twitching and looking around him crazy-like as he walks.

DARRELL

(laughing)

Look at that old tweaker.

Darrell starts twitching, imitating the homeless crack head.

DARRELL

(making voice)

You got my stuff.  Come on...just a lil bit to 
tide me over...please.. 

Chris gives him a look.

CHRIS

You stupid’ You know that, don’t you?

Darrell laughs.

DARRELL

So what’re we gonna do now?

CHRIS

I dont know, but I tell you what.  If we don’t 
find us some kinda income soon so we can 
pay Marek’s ass, we both gonna be out here 
pushing a cart like that guy.  I think that crazy 
landlord of ours is serious this time. 

DARRELL

And I bet all the good carts are probably 
already gone! 

Chris looks at Darrell like he’s an idiot.  Darrell does not notice.

CHRIS

Well, we’d better come up with something 
fast is all I’m saying...

EXT. CITY - DAY

2 thuggish looking men, RAUL, Latino, 30’s, and a huge, overweight black guy, 
MORRIS, approach a storefront.

Woman inside the store is seen gasping.  She quickly turns the OPEN sign to “GOING OUT OF BUSINESS,” then locks front door.

They walk over to the next business.  It is empty.

RAUL

This is not good.  Tiko’s not gonna like this. 

MORRIS

No he’s not... 
(pause) 
Why’s he not gonna like this?

RAUL

Because half of these businesses are in 
foreclosure, going out of business, or empty. 
And that means less money stupid!

MORRIS

Oh, right.
RAUL

Here comes Luis, maybe he had better luck.  

Another Latino man, LUIS, 20s, approaches.

RAUL

Did they pay up?

Luis is carrying a pile of cash.

LUIS

Old man tried pretending he wasn’t good 
for it, and acted like he didn’t know what 
I was talking about when I asked him to 
pull the safe.  So I told him he better find 
it real quick before I have Big Morris sit 
on his back again.  And what do you know, 
he suddenly discovered he had a safe there 
after all.

The three men laugh.  In background, an older man, 60’s, hunched back, wearing a back brace, walks with a cane.  He glances toward the thugs, a scared look on his face.

INT. PAY PHONE BOOTH - DAY

Raul is talking to his boss, TIKO, on the phone.

RAUL

It’s not our fault.  A bunch of the regular 
businesses are empty, going out of business 
or already in foreclosure.  Do you think we 
should move into Salvador’s territory?  It’ll 
start a small war, but we have more man 
power than him.

INT. TIKO’S OFFICE - DAY

TIKO, Latino mob boss, dressed in an expensive looking suit, sits at a desk in a dim room. 
He holds a silver gun in one hand.  He keeps clicking and clicking the empty gun. 

He puts his head in one hand, closes his eyes.

TIKO 

No!  I already told you we need to remain 
neutral with Salvador’s crew until the time 
is right for us to make our move. 

RAUL (V.O.)

Than what should we do boss?

TIKO

I don’t care what you have to do, but you 
need to make up the difference!  Charge the 
regulars double if you have to.  You-
RAUL (V.O.)


But we’re already charging them double.

TIKO

Don’t cut me off when I’m speaking!  Times 
of recession call for creative measures.  It’s 
called entrepreneurship.  I don’t care what  

you have to do.  Don’t come back here until 
you have all my money!

He hangs up the phone. 

TIKO

(to himself/in Spanish)

Stupid mother fuckers!  Why is it that I 
always have to do everything myself!  
These idiots can’t wipe their own asses 
without me giving the OK.

Tiko stands.  Picks up another, loaded, gun.  Screams aloud and shoots randomly around the room, getting the anger out.

TIKO 

AHHHHHHHH!

INT. CAR - DAY

Chris and Darrell park Chris’s car a few houses from theirs.

Chris has a stressed look on his face.  His face suddenly changes when he sees a beautiful sight across the street.

Across the street is RHONDA.  A beautiful, young black woman wearing shorts and a tank top.  She is grabbing a box out of the back of a U-Haul Truck. 

She walks to sidewalk, bends down, sets box on the ground. 

Chris checks out her butt.

She grabs a second box from the U-Haul and slowly walks up onto the sidewalk.

With his eyes locked on her, Chris quickly grabs some breath spray from his pocket, sprays some in his mouth.  He stares over at her and opens the door.

DARRELL

(mumbling away)

Should we go in?  You think he’s watching?

CHRIS

I’ll be back in a second.

Chris exits the vehicle and jogs across the street.

DARRELL 

Hey-  Where you going?  Oh, I see where 
you’re going. 
(lying) 
Hey, I saw her first!

EXT. STREET - DAY

Chris runs over to the woman.

CHRIS

You need some help?

RHONDA

No, I’m fine.

She bends down and tries to pick up the second box while still carrying the first.

CHRIS

Come on, let me get that?

RHONDA

You think just because I’m a woman, I can’t 
carry a couple ‘a boxes?

Second box is slipping from her grasp.

Rhonda reaches down and picks up the second box.

CHRIS

No, but I think because you’re about to 
drop these boxes and break whatever 
items that are inside, which I’m sure are 
valuable to you since you took the time 
to tape and label them so nicely, that 
you should let me carry one for you.  

Rhonda smiles.

RHONDA

I see your point.  I’m Christina by the way.

CHRIS

Nice to meet you, Rhonda.  I’m Chris.

Chris looks in the direction of her house.

CHRIS

Do you mind?

Rhonda looks a little hesitant but gives in.

RHONDA

Be my guest.

They walk toward the house and up the steps.  The screen door is already propped opened.

INT. HOUSE - LIVING ROOM

They step inside.  A dozen boxes sit in the empty living room.

RHONDA

Right here is fine.

They set the boxes down next to the others.

EXT. HOUSE - PORCH - DAY

Chris follows her back outside. 

CHRIS

You moving in here alone?

Christina folds her arms.

RHONDA

As a matter of fact I am.  I’m attending 
the University not too far from here and 
prefer to live alone so I have plenty of 
time for my studies.

CHRIS

What are you studying?

RHONDA

I’m in the law program.  I’m going to 
be an Immigration Lawyer.  I’ve only 
got a few days till I take the BAR exam.

CHRIS

Wow, you must be pretty smart...  If 
you’re not doing anything this weekend, 
I’d love to take you to dinner?

RHONDA

I’m sorry Chris, but I don’t date players.

CHRIS

And just how do you know that I’m a player?

RHONDA

I know one when I see one.

CHRIS

Wow, girl, you cold, aren’t you?

CHRISTINA

Thanks for the help Chris.

Rhonda steps back into her house.

Chris starts down the stairs, turns back toward her.

CHRIS

If you ever need any help with anything, 
or you change your mind about that dinner, 
I’m right across the street, just a couple 
houses up.
Giving off a sexy smile, she nods, starts to close the door.

Chris turns and starts to walk away.

RHONDA

And Chris?

Chris, now halfway to the sidewalk, looks back at her.

RHONDA

Don’t think I didn’t catch you looking at 
my ass earlier!

She closes the screen door.

Chris laughs.  The attraction between them is obvious. 

Chris runs back across the street.

EXT. STREET - DAY

Chris runs and hides behind the side of a house.  Darrell quickly joins him.

Chris peeks out.  Looks all around the quiet neighborhood.

DARRELL
Do you see anything?

CHRIS

No.  OK, come on!  Go!

They run and hide on the side of next house.  Chris peeks out and takes a look around. Motions to Darrell to follow him.

They run over to the next house, which is theirs. Quickly run up onto the front porch. 

EXT. CHRIS’S HOUSE - DAY

Chris hurries, puts his key into front door and turns it.  He is sweating and out of breath.

CHRIS

(looking down)

That was close.  I thought that sneaky ass 
Marek was gonna be waiting for us for sure.

Chris looks back at Darrell.  He has a blank look on his face.

CHRIS

What?  What’s wrong?

Chris turns and looks into his house.  Standing right in front of him holding up a piece of paper is Marek.

MAREK

I came to bring you your 3 day notice, 
dip-shits.

CHRIS

You said we had till the end of the day to pay, 
and the day ain’t over yet.

MAREK

You want to pay by the end of the day, then 
I’ll take the 3 day notice back. 

CHRIS

Give me that.

Chris rips the 3 Day notice out of Marek’s hand.

CHRIS

Don’t worry, we’ll get you your money.

Marek steps outside the house.

MAREK

Well if you don’t, it’s bye-bye to your asses. 
And anything you leave behind is mine to 
sell on ebay.  I got me a good little side 
business going.
CHRIS

You’re not getting any of our stuff.  And 
don’t you know it’s illegal to come into 
our house while we’re still living in it. 
You’re lucky we don’t call the cops on you.

Marek is walking away.

MAREK

Blah blah blah.  That’s all I’m hearing. 
Get me my rent money or your broke 
asses are outta here.

EXT. CHRIS’S HOUSE - LATE AFTERNOON

Darrell is sitting on the porch drinking a beer.

Chris exits the house, sighs and has a seat next to Darrell.

CHRIS

That was Harvey.  He’s not gonna pay 
us for the hours we worked this week. 

DARRELL

What?  Can he do that?

CHRIS

Said we can take him to Judge Judy.  
That Fucker!

Chris takes a beer from the 6 pack on steps, cracks it open.

CHRIS

How much money you got left?

DARRELL

About thirty dollars.

Darrell looks down at the 6-pack he just bought.

DARRELL

Oh, my bad , I forgot about these.  

Make that $25.00.
CHRIS

See, this is the kinda’ stuff we gotta stop 
spending our money on. I know it’s only 
$5.00, but $5.00 for seven days is $35.00 
a week. And $5.00 every day for a month 
is about $140.00.

DARRELL
Hmm. I never thought of it that way.  What 
about you? How much you got?

CHRIS

Fifty bucks.

DARRELL

What about that $40.00 you had hidden 
in the kitchen cupboard?

CHRIS

Gone.

DARRELL
What happened to it?

CHRIS

Ralphie happened to it.  Or ‘happened’ 
upon it, I should say.

DARRELL

Damn, that fucker find everything.

CHRIS

Yeah he finds everything!  You’d think 
he’d enlist in da CIA or sumthin’, probably 
sniff out drugs better than one a those canines. 

Darrell scrunches his face.

DARRELL

Could probably sniff em outta da butt.

CHRIS

No doubt.
DARRELL

Shit...  Maybe we should do like Marek, and 
try selling some of our stuff on, what’s it called? 
E-? ebay?  You think it will work?

CHRIS

Don’t have enough time.  It takes like 7 days 
to sell one thing, then you gotta ship it out. 
We’ll be out on the street by then.  But-  There 
is one thing we could do.
DARRELL
What?

CHRIS

We can take some of our stuff down to the 
pawn shop.

DARRELL

I don’t got any stuff, only the two bags of 
clothes I came down with. 

CHRIS

Come on, you can help me see what I got. 
We can hit the pawn shop early then go 
around applying for jobs.

DARRELL

Ain’t nobody hiring...  Two of my boys been 
applying for months.  They spend like 8 hours 
a day filling out 20-30 applications and only 
get one or two phone calls back a month.

CHRIS

(pointing to head)

We gotta think positive.  We can hit some of  

the places that nobody else wants to work.  
I’m sure at least one of us can find something.

A fancy red sports car comes driving down the street.

DARRELL

Who’s that?
CHRIS

I don’t know.  I’ve never seen that car around 
here before.

The red sports car parks out in front of Christina’s house. 

Christina walks out of her house.

A man; white, tall, blonde, tan, with his shoulder length hair worn slicked back and model looks, exits the car, runs to passenger side door and meets Christina.

Christina gives the man a small hug and kiss.

The man opens the door for her.  She gets in.  He runs around to the other side, gets back in, and they drive off.

DARRELL

Looks like our new neighbor likes the sexy, 
Calvin Klein underwear wearing types.  In 
other words, not YOU.

They both stand up.

CHRIS

What? I can be sexy too.

DARRELL
Yeah, I bet she’ll find you Real sexy in your 
shit stained silk drawers...

Chris frowns.

Darrell walks into the house laughing.

INT. PAWN SHOP - MORNING

Chris and Darrell stand at the counter waiting.

Pawn shop owner looking down at a pile of Chris’s stuff that includes: his stereo, pile of vinyl records, a dozen CDs, a sports Jersey, and some other stuff.

PAWN SHOP OWNER

I’ll give you $200.

CHRIS

What?  That stereo cost me triple, and those 
records are classics.

Chris lifts up the white sports Jersey.

CHRIS

And this was autographed by Michael Jordan.

PAWN SHOP OWNER

Two hundred dollars.  I’m sorry but that’s all 
I can do at this time.

Chris let’s out a sigh.

CHRIS

Fine then.  I’ll take it.

EXT. PAWN SHOP - MORNING

Chris and Darrell exit.  Chris puts the cash into his pocket.

CHRIS

OK, now let’s go start applying.

Darrell doesn’t look too positive.

DARRELL

All right, let’s go...

MONTAGE OF IMAGES - CHRIS AND DARRELL APPLY FOR JOBS

***Looking positive, Chris and Darrell walk into a liquor store.  They exit.  Chris still positive.

***Chris and Darrell walk into Wal-Mart. Exit seconds later.  Chris looking a bit shocked.

***Chris and Darrell approach 3 guy’s doing yard work in front of a house.  They ask him something.  Guy shakes his head and signals he has no work available.

***Chris and Darrell go into a McDonald’s.  Exit seconds later with their heads down.

***Chris and Darrell approach a crew leader in a fruit field.  A bunch of men, women and children, mostly Hispanic, busily pick fruit from trees.  Chris asks crew leader something.  He points to the workers and puts his hands up to say “No more.”
***Chris and Darrell walk over to a man digging a grave in a Cemetery.  They ask him something.  He shakes his head, points out that this is the only grave he is digging on this day and business is slow (or not enough people are dying to fill business these days).

***Chris and Darrell approach a guy who holds a large bag of cans over his shoulder and collects a few more from a trash can.  Man shakes his head, points out 3 other men up and down the street who are also collecting cans in that neighborhood.

***Desperate, Chris and Darrell approach a Fat Little Kid, about 8 years old, who has a newspaper bag slung over his shoulders, and delivers newspapers.  Kid shakes his head to say no.  Then 4 other young boys who all want paper-outs too, ride up on their bikes like a biker gang, fold their arms and give Chris a cold look.  Chris and Darrell quickly walk away.

***Chris and Darrell walk up to a drive thru window at Taco Bell.  Car in line honks at them.  Chris asks kid in the drive thru window something.  Kid points to his name tag, which says “MANAGER,” then a few pimply faced teens walk up and stand behind him. Manager shakes his head.

EXT. HOUSE - DAY

Chris and Darrell are sitting on the porch eating lunch.

Marek strolls by, taking a walk down the street.  He looks at the guys and points to his watch to say time is ticking!

Chris and Darrell give him a dirty look, and brush him off.

CHRIS

Man, I can’t believe none of those 
companies were hiring. 

DARRELL
I told you.

CHRIS

I mean-  A grave digger?  We’re not even 
good enough to be grave diggers? 

Darrell takes a bite of a tiny taco, looks down at his plate, which has two more child sized hard shell tacos in it.

DARRELL

And three of these lil tacos, I don’t think 
they’re gonna do it for me. I need at least six.

CHRIS

Just eat ‘em slow and drink lots of water and 
you’ll be fine.

Darrell gulps down remainder of taco, takes a drink of water.

CHRIS


I never thought I’d find myself being jealous 
over a 16 year old pimply faced kid’s job at 
McDonald’s!  But I am.

CHRIS

And to think of all the money I spent last 
year on stupid stuff makes me sick.  Hundred 
dollar jeans, trips to Vegas every couple months. 
Even some of my so called smaller purchases.  

Shit.  It just ain’t right.

Darrell’s eyes wander across the street.  A local Mentally Retarded guy, 20s, walks slowly as he pushes a lawn mower.

DARRELL

Look at him over there.  Just smiling and 
drooling and puttering along as he pushes 
that heavy lawn mower day after day like 
it’s the most exciting thing in the world.

Darrell turns his baseball hat sideways, twists his face, and crosses his eyes to imitate the man across the street.

DARRELL

(imitating retarded guy)

Thank you Mrs. Benson.  That’ll be Five 
Dollars!  Can I see them big ‘ol titties now?

Chris laughs.

CHRIS

Now that’s fucked up.  At least the guy’s got 
Ambition, that’s what he’s got...

Chris keeps laughing.

CHRIS

Wait a minute- 

He turns to Darrell and his eyes light up.

CHRIS

You’re a genius!

DARRELL

What? I am? 
EXT. STREET - DAY         

IN SLOW MOTION:

Chris pushing lawn mower down the street.  He has the top part of a small rake sticking out of his hair like a comb, wears two different colored knee high socks; some ivory colored Capri pants that are on backwards, and a bright green T-shirt with the bottom front part pulled over and under the top front part, tied the way a girl or a gay man would wear it.

Darrell walks next to him, carrying some yard tools.  He wears a sideways pink baseball cap, some very high-waisted pants that are pulled way up, a shirt with a big smiling cat on the front, black suspenders, and some snakeskin cowboy boots.

EXT. HOUSE - PORCH - DAY

Chris and Darrell ring the doorbell.

A woman, late 60’s, heavyset, in a floral dress, answers.

WOMAN

Yes?

Reggie and Deon talk as if they are mentally retarded.

CHRIS

Hi, my name is Chris, and this here is my 
buddy Darrell.  And we are doing yard work 
so we can get some money to go to the ZOO!

Woman smiles.

WOMAN

Oh, well isn’t that lovely.

DARRELL

I like man-i-mals! This is a Cat!

Darrell points to the cat on his shirt.

WOMAN

Oh, I like kitties too.  I got lots of kitties 
around here.

One of the woman’s Siamese looking cats walks by.  It stops and hisses at Chris and Darrell then walks off.

Inside, a fat orange cat sits on top of a leather chair with scratch marks.  Random cat toys and beds are seen as well.

WOMAN

Hmm...  I think I got about two hours worth 
a work for you.  How does five dollars an 
hour sound?

DARRELL
(immediately)

Can you double it?

WOMAN

Wooo...  I got me a little bargainer here now 
don’t I?  I tell you what, I’ll take you up on 
that offer.  Ten dollars an hour it is.  You boys 
can start out in the front yard.  There’s some 
weeds that need to be pulled first, then you can 
go ahead and mow the lawn.  You think you 
boys can handle it?

DARRELL
We’re on the job Lieutenant.

Darrell salutes the woman as if he is in the military.

The woman grins and salutes him back.

EXT. WOMAN’S HOUSE - LATER

Darrell is mowing the woman’s lawn.  Chris is bent down, using the top of the rake that was in his hair earlier to rake up a small pile of leaves on the other side of yard.

Just as they are finishing up, Marek strolls by.  Chris spots him, quickly turns to the side, hoping he won’t see him.

Thinking Chris is a woman, Marek stops, smiles over at him.

MAREK

Hey Sweetness, I haven’t seen your pretty 
little self around here.  What’s your name?

CHRIS

(woman’s voice)

I don’t speak’ the Englis. Sorry.

Marek takes a step closer.

MAREK

What’s wrong, you shy?

Chris turns even more, his back now to Marek.

Marek takes a nice hard look at Chris’s butt.

MAREK

(licking lips)

Hmmmm... You sure are a hot piece 
of ass...look at that bootie.

Just then, Darrell looks over, makes eye contact with Marek.

MAREK

Hey!  What’s going on here!

Chris turns and looks at Marek.

MAREK

And You!!

The woman steps out of her house carrying a tray of lemonade.

Marek goes over to the woman and tells her something.

CHRIS

Oh shit, we been caught! RUN!

Darrell shoves lawn mower forward.  Sound of a cat screaming is heard.  Darrell pulls mower back, sees a dead cat.  Quickly picks up flattened cat by tail, tosses it in a nearby bush. 

Chris and Darrel take off running down the street, with the woman cursing at them in the distance. 

Marek walks over to the lawn mower.

MAREK

I’m gonna take me this lawn mower here! 
And I’m gonna sell it on ebay with the rest 
of your stuff!!!

Woman walks over to Marek.  She let’s out a horrific scream.  Sound of Lemonade and glasses crashing to the ground.

WOMAN

Stop him!  He killed one of my cats!

EXT. STREET - MOMENTS LATER

Chris and Darrell come running around a corner.  Darrell almost trips but catches himself. They start to walk.

DARRELL

You ever try running in cowboy boots?  I 
almost broke my fucking neck.

Darrell peels off his T-shirt, wipes his sweaty forehead. 

CHRIS

Almost two hours worth of work down the 
drain.  And we didn’t even get paid!  Got 
anymore ideas?

A voluptuous heavyset African American woman sits in a car nearby.  They don’t see her. She is eavesdropping.

WOMAN IN CAR

You cowboys wanna earn some money?

She is looking at Darrell’s boots.

They stop.  They can only see her face, which is pretty.

CHRIS

Seriously?

WOMAN IN CAR

I been meaning to wash my car, but I just hate 
doing it cause all the men around here are all a 
buncha’ perverts.  They just stare at me and look 
at me as if they wanna defile my body and do all 
sorts of nasty and dirty things to it.

Darrell’s left eyebrow raises.

DARRELL

Damn.  Well we’d love to help out a beautiful 
young lady like yourself.

CHRIS

But we’d have to be paid of course.

WOMAN IN CAR

I was hoping you’d say that.  How does fifty 
dollars sound?

CHRIS

Seriously?

WOMAN IN CAR

Yeah, but you have to do a good job.  I don’t 
want no cracker-jack 5 minute job.  I want it 
nice and slow.  At least 20 minutes.

Chris and Darrell look at each other.  They nod.

Woman smiles.  She slowly gets out of her car, puts one huge leg and thigh to the ground, then the other.  She wears an extremely short black skirt.  She weighs at least 450 pounds.

Chris and Darrell look at each other like “Damn!”

WOMAN IN CAR

Go ahead boys.  I’m ready for ya’.  The 
hose and supplies are right over there.

CHRIS

Fifty dollars then?

She sticks a finger into her mouth, sucks on it for a second.

WOMAN IN CAR

And I bet you boys are worth “every” penny.

EXT. STREET - DAY         

Woman sits on her porch near them.  She sucks on a lollipop.  Chris and Darrell are washing her car.  Darrell walks to front window with a sponge.  He starts to wash it, up and down.

WOMAN 

Circular motions ba-by!

She sucks the lollipop harder.

WOMAN

Yes.  Like that!

Darrell starts scrubbing the window even harder.

The woman licks her lips and runs her hand down the front part of her top, rubbing her boobs. 

WOMAN

(rubbing boobs)

Harder.  Harder!  That’s it.  That’s it.  
Scrub them big old titties!- 

I mean-That Window-harder!

EXT. STREET - DAY

Chris and Darrell walk down the street. 

A chill runs down Darrell’s body. He holds himself.

DARRELL

I feel like I’ve been molested or something. 
Dang, now I know how prostitutes feel.  That 
chick was crazy.  But hey at least we got $70.

CHRIS

I can’t believe yo crazy ass let her videotape 
you for an extra twenty!  You better hope you 
don’t find that shit on Youtube.

DARRELL

I have a feelin’ that tape was for her own personal 
usage.  And I don’t even want to think about that.

Chris laughs.

CHRIS

Nasty! 

The same homeless guy is walking toward them minus his cart.

CHRIS

Don’t look now, but that crazy tweaker from 
the otha day is coming our way.

Homeless guy walks up to them.

HOMELESS GUY

Have either of you seen my home?

CHRIS & DARRELL
(in unison)

Your home?

HOMELESS GUY

Yeah, it’s made outta cardboard and is folded 
up inside a cart with all my other stuff.  I turned 
my back for a second, and some guy stole my 
cart.  Can you believe that?

CHRIS

Sorry bout that, but we haven’t seen your cart.

HOMELESS GUY

(putting head down/sad)

Oh.

Chris and Darrell are about to walk off.

HOMELESS GUY

Hey.  Would you like me to read your fortune? 
For only two dollars I can read both of your 
fortunes?

DARRELL
Come on, let’s go.

CHRIS 

Sure.  Why not?

Darrell gives Chris a glare.  Chris glares back at him.

Chris pulls two dollars from his pocket, hands it to the guy.

Homeless guy pulls something white and round from his pocket.

HOMELESS GUY

Just let me look into my magic crystal meth 
ball here and see what your future reveals.

Homeless guy looks at the crystal meth ball in his hand.

HOMELESS GUY

(to Chris)

You have a problem that you’re trying to 
solve and time is running out.  An unexpected 
change is near.

HOMELESS GUY

(to Darrell)

Your future is cloudy.  Sorry, but I don’t think 
I’m gonna be able to tell yours after all.  That’s 
weird, that’s never happened before...

DARRELL
Oh, come on.  We ain’t falling for that shit.  
Get yo’ ghetto ass outta here before we take 
that money back.  Magic crystal meth ball, 
what the hell!  You the one that have the 
cloudy future.  Damn, how long you been 
out here, 5 years? 10?

HOMELESS GUY

Try two months. 

Homeless guy pulls a picture out of his shirt pocket.

HOMELESS GUY

This was me a little over 3 months ago.

It is a picture of him in a suit and tie.  He is very well groomed with short hair and glasses.

CHRIS 

This is you?

DARRELL

Naw, that’s someone else.  That ain’t you man!

HOMELESS GUY

It’s me all right.  I had a full time job down 
at radio shack up until 3 months ago.  I was 
promoted to assistant manager a week before 
the store shut down and laid me off.  But then 
I lost my house to foreclosure.  My fiancee left 
me for a butch gal who had a steady job as a 
fry cook at The Burger King.  I been out here 
on the streets 2 months and already I been 
butt raped, mouth raped, and ear raped.  Hell, 
I even been raped in other places that I didn’t 
know you could be raped in.  Saying it’s rough 
out here on the streets, is putting it lightly.

DARRELL
DAMN!

Chris takes out a $10.00 Bill from his pocket.

CHRIS

Here’s an extra ten.  You take care a’ yourself.

Homeless man nods, takes the five, wanders on down street.

Chris and Darrell look at each other.  Both look scared.

DARRELL

Did you hear that?  Man, I don’t wanna be 
butt raped and ear raped!  What are we gonna 
do cousin?

CHRIS

I think our only option is to take what money we 
have, give it to Marek and beg him for mercy, 
and hope that he let’s us stay a little longer.

DARRELL

But what if he takes all a’ our money and 
throws us out any ways?

CHRIS

We’ll just have to take our chances.  I don’t 
know what else to do. 

DARRELL

Why don’t we jack someone?

CHRIS

What?  You crazy?  You trying to get us 
locked up for 5-20.

DARRELL
At least we’ll have free meals and a roof 
over our heads.

Chris hits Darrell upside the head.

CHRIS

Shut up.  I don’t wanna hear you talk like that. 
You worried about getting raped out here, just 
what do you think they’ll do to you in there! 
Come on.  Dummy!

INT. WAREHOUSE - DAY       

Tiko enters.  He is dressed in an expensive ivory colored Italian suit and a fancy hat, smoking a cigar. 

Raul and Luis stand near the entrance. 

TIKO

I didn’t expect to hear from you so soon.  I 
assume you took my advice and figured out 
a way to collect the rest of my money?

Morris is sitting in two folded chairs in the room. 

LUIS

I think you’re gonna be proud boss, we got 
really innovative like Raul here said you 
suggested.

TIKO

It’s innovative stupid! Jesus, where did I find 
you?  Remind me to enroll you guys in a couple 
a’ basic vocabulary lessons sometime.

Raul does not look as enthused as Luis.

RAUL

We were able to get triple the regular rate 
from about 15% of the clientele, and for all 
of the others-this is what we did.

Raul steps aside.  Walks across the room. 

We see several long tables piled with tons of boxes full of stuff.  Even more boxes sit below the tables.

Tiko looks confused.  Walks over.  Looks at the boxes, which contain all sorts of household items, mostly junk.

TIKO

What the hell is all this shit?

LUIS

It’s a bunch of stuff, boss.

TIKO

I know it’s stuff, stupido! 

Tiko picks up one of the items.  It’s a long human looking leg part of a leg lamp like in the old movie “A Christmas Story.”  He holds up the sexy leg with a black stocking over it.

TIKO

What the fuck am I supposed to do with this?

Raul swallows.

RAUL

We thought you could sell it.  You know, get 
some money for it and the rest of this other stuff.

Tiko snaps.  Hits Raul over the head with the leg.  Raul tries to cover his face.  Leg breaks in half and falls to the floor.

TIKO

Are you fucking kidding me!  Do you expect 
me to put on a god damn rummage sale here 
or something!  Look at all this shit!  It’s junk. 
It’s worthless!

Tiko picks up three Elvis Presley plates.  Looks at them.  Puts his cigar out on one of them.

LUIS

Those are classics.

Tiko throws one plate at a time in Luis’s direction.  Luis jumping out of the way, nearly missing a collision each time.

TIKO

I ask you to do one simple thing-and use your 
brains without instruction for the first time, and 
you bring me this? Are you really that stupid? 
(looks at Luis) 
Don’t answer that.  The sound of a bag of chips 
opening breaks the eerie silence. 

Tiko looks over at Morris, his face boiling in anger.  Morris has opened up a small bag of chips.  He eats one.

Tiko rips the bag of chips from Morris’s hands and throws it across the room.

TIKO

How many times have I told you not to eat 
when I’m conducting business!!

Morris swallows.  His stomach growls.

TIKO

Shit-  Look at you!  Your fat ass needs to join 
Jenny Craig or something.

Morris frowns.

TIKO

And I thought you told me you got that tooth 
reattached?

MORRIS

I did-

Morris moves his hand toward his big front tooth.

In a split second, Tiko punches Morris directly in that tooth.  Morris smiles.  His front tooth is missing.

TIKO

Then why is it still missing?

Tiko kneels down and picks up Morris’s big front tooth.  He holds it up in front of him.

TIKO

Did you know that if you put a tooth in milk 
it can survive long enough so that it can be 

re-attached within 3 days.  Without milk, the 
odds are...Well, I don’t know what they are 
exactly, but they’re much slimmer.  The 
quicker you get the tooth back in the mouth, 
the better. 

MORRIS

Are you gonna put it in some milk for me boss?

TIKO

No.

Tiko takes the tooth and shoves it in his front pocket. 

TIKO


But you don’t have to worry.  I’ll hold it 
right here for safekeeping.

Morris is holding hand over missing tooth.

TIKO

The sooner these guys get me my money, 
the sooner you get your tooth back!

Tiko looks at Raul and Luis.

TIKO

And you two.  Don’t fuck this up this time. 
Cause if you do, then you’re all gonna be 
picking out your burial spots, you hear that!

The three men look frightened.

Tiko pulls a new cigar and lighter out from his pocket.  Puts cigar in his mouth.  Attempts to light it.  Attempts again.  Then tries a third time, but the lighter won’t work. 

He lashes out, throws the lighter across the room toward the others as they duck their heads, and then exits the room. 

EXT. MAREK’S HOUSE - LATE AFTERNOON

Chris and Darrell stand before the house.  They look at each other.

CHRIS

Here goes nothing.  Let’s give it our best.

They walk to the front door.  Stand there. 

DARRELL

Are we just gonna stand here, or are you 
gonna knock.

CHRIS


You knock. I talk.

Darrell shrugs.  Knocks several times with the rhythm of a “Woody Wood Pecker,” type beat.

CHRIS

I meant knock regular!

DARRELL

What you didn’t say knock in any special way.

Door opens.  Marek’s face pops out.  A big smile on it.

MAREK

Yes!

CHRIS

(pathetic sounding)

Do you mind if we talk inside for a minute?

Marek thinks about it.  Then opens his door.

MAREK

Sure why not.

Chris and Darrell step inside.

INT. MAREK’S HOUSE

MAREK

You faggots come to bring me rent money?

CHRIS

That’s what we came to talk to you about.

Chris pulls a wad of cash and some change out of his pocket.

CHRIS

This is three hundred forty five dollars and 
ninety eight cents.  It’s all we got.  We can 
get you another two hundred by the end of 
next week, then the rest as soon as we can. 
I’m asking you man to man.  Please- 

MAREK

Oh wait, let me grab my popcorn.  I want this 
to be perfect.

Marek grabs a bowl of popcorn off a table and eats some.  

MAREK

Continue.

CHRIS

Can you please cut us a break Marek.  We’ll 
do anything.  You need us to do any work 
around your house or any of your other 
properties, we’ll do it.  Day or night.  You 
need toilets scrubbed, gutters cleaned out, 
holes patched, anything.  You name it, we’ll 
do it!  We’re so desperate that we’re even 
willing to get down on our hands and knees 
and beg you if you like.  We have no where 
else to go, and it’s really rough out there right 
now.

MAREK

OK.

Chris and Darrell’s eyes light up with hope and shock.

MAREK

OK, you can get down on your hands and 
knees and beg me to let you stay here.

DARRELL

(not wanting to)

Really?

Chris looks at Darrell.

Chris gets on his hands and knees.  Darrell does the same.

CHRIS

OK, here we are on our hands and knees like 
fools, humbly begging you to let us stay.

MAREK

Kiss my feet.

CHRIS

What?

MAREK

I want you to kiss my feet.  Both of you. Go on.

We see Marek’s bare feet.  They look dirty and a bit scaly as if he often goes bare foot.

MAREK

Hurry up, I don’t got all day.

CHRIS

(to Darrell)

Do it.

MAREK

(to Darrell)

Oh, and watch out for me corn on my 
little toe there.

Darrell swallows back his vomit.

Chris and Darrell both bend down and kiss the top of Marek’s feet. Marek lifts his left foot, shoves his small toe with the corn on it right onto Darrell’s lips.

Marek starts laughing.  Chris and Darrell shoot up.  Darrell steps back into the room, gagging. 

Marek rips the money out of Chris’s hands.

MAREK

I’ll take that money.  And as for you two.  

My answer is......  NO.  If you not out by the 
end of tomorrow, I’ll be more than happy to 
have the sheriff stop by to help you pack.

Darrell is bent over, still gagging, and repeatedly wiping his lips with his hand.

DARRELL

I think I’m gonna throw up.  That shit was 
nasty.  Just nasty.  Did you see wha’ he did? 
I can’t believe he did that.

Marek keeps laughing.  Louder and louder.  His big face smiling with delight.

MAREK

Oh, that was classic.  You should have seen 
your pathetic faces.  I wish I had me camera. 
Ahahahah.   Ah- Ah-

Marek’s hand moves up toward his heart.  His eyes go big.  He freezes, drops to the floor.

Chris and Darrell look at each other, stunned.

Chris smirks.

CHRIS

Get up man, we’re not falling for that. 

Marek remains in place on the floor.

CHRIS

You got us.  You won.  Come on now. 
Very funny.  Ha, ha.

Marek doesn’t budge. 

Chris and Darrell walk over and look at Marek. 

Marek stares back up at them, his eyes still huge.

Chris softly kicks Marek’s leg with his foot.

DARRELL

Is he dead?

CHRIS

I don’t know?

DARRELL

Aren’t you gonna do something?

CHRIS 

Don’t you know CPR or something?

DARRELL
Hell no!  I’m not gonna put my lips on him. 
I already had his nasty ass corn foot in my 
mouth.  You do it!

Chris slowly kneels down. Darrell walks right up behind him.

Chris pushes Darrell, smacks him away a couple times.

CHRIS

Get!  Get back.  Why you always gotta 
get so close?

Chris smacks Marek’s left cheek.  Then his right.  No response.  He places two fingers on Marek’s neck, closes his own eyes.

DARRELL

What you doing!

CHRIS

Shh!  I’m trying to check his pulse.

Chris re-closes his eyes for several seconds. 

DARRELL

You find it?

Chris glares at Darrell.

CHRIS

If you’d be quiet for a minute, maybe I’ll 
be able to see whether he has one or not.

Darrell walks away.

Chris again closes his eyes, this time places his finger’s on Marek’s wrist.  Waits 8-10 seconds.

DARRELL

Hey, did you see this?

Darrell is across the room holding up a cool looking black & yellow marijuana pipe.

DARRELL

I been looken everywhere for this the last 
couple a’ weeks.  He must a jacked it from 
our front porch while I was taking a nap the 
night it disappeared.  Thieven little bastard.    

CHRIS

If you’d stop complaining for a minute, I 
can tell you my results.

DARRELL


Oh, sorry.  But I’m taking this here with me.

Darrell puts the pipe in his pants pocket.

Chris giving him a look.

DARRELL

So, you find a pulse?

Chris shakes his head.

CHRIS 

Nope.  I think he’s dead, man.

Darrell jumps around, getting the hebee jeebes, shaking his hands and arms out.

DARRELL

Ewwwww.  I ain’t ever seen a dead body before.

CHRIS

What?  You told me you saw all kinds of 
dead people back in your hood.

DARRELL
I lied.  I was there in the room when grandma 
was dying when I was 10, but then I chickened 
out and ran outta the room and hid in the closet 
for the rest of the night.

CHRIS

So you lied to me?

DARRELL

I’m sorry bro, I was just trying to impress you. 
Sure I’ve seen people shot. 
(pause) 
From a distance. But I never walked up and 
looked at no dead body before.

CHRIS

(shaking head)
I can’t believe you’d lie to your own cousin 
about something like that.  That’s messed up.

Several loud knocks are heard on the front door.

Chris and Darrell’s eyes lock for a moment.

Darrell starts pacing the floor.

DARRELL

I knew it.  It’s the police.  Man, they gonna 
blame this on us.  They got some kinda X-ray 
vision or super powers or sumthan!  The 
moment a black man anywhere in the world 
is within a few feet of a dead body, alarm bells 
go off.  They probably got hidden surveillance 
cameras all over this city.  Look! 
(pointing at the TV) 
I bet they got one in there.

CHRIS

Shhhh!  Quit being so paranoid. 

Several more loud knocks on the door.  Some inaudible voices heard talking outside.

Darrell walks closer to Chris

DARRELL

What we gonna do!  I can’t go to prison.

CHRIS

What?  Now you don’t think prison look too good?

Chris, in panic mode, looks around the house, thinking.

Door knob starts to jiggle on front door. 

CHRIS

Quick!  Help me get him on the couch.

The two of them carry Marek’s heavy corpse to the couch.  They prop him up in a sitting position.

CHRIS

Gimme your sunglasses.

Darrell looks down at the nice black tinted sunglasses in his front shirt pocket.

DARRELL
(begging voice)

But these are the only ones I got.  I don’t
want no dead people smell gettin on ‘em.

Sound of lock on front doorknob being picked is heard.

CHRIS

Give me them now before I break them in half.

Darrell hands them to Chris.  Chris puts them on Marek’s face.

Marek stares back at them.  His mouth still in the form of a big smile.

CHRIS 

(observing)

He looks happy...

A scantily dressed blonde woman, 20’s, bursts through the door.  She is carrying a 40 oz. bottle of alcohol and boom box. 

WOMAN #1

Hey!  There you are.  Why did you lock us 
out, silly?  I thought you said you were gonna 
leave the door open.

Two other women, both dressed like the first, enter.  One is chewing bubble gum.

Woman #1 stumbles toward Marek.

WOMAN #1

Hey a’ Marek! 

  
(to Chris) 

Why’s he wearing sunglasses indoors?

DARRELL

Uh...  He’s channeling Stevie Wonder!  And he 
didn’t tell us no ‘hoes,’ I mean you girls were 
coming over? 

The two women in the background give dirty looks.

WOMAN #2

(to Woman #3)

Who’s he callin’ hoes?

WOMAN #3

(to Woman #2)

Hoes??  I don’t think so!

WOMAN #2

(to Woman #3)

Anywayz. 

WOMAN #3

(to Woman #2)

Yeah.  What’s he talkin’ about?

Chris stands.  Steps in front of Marek.  Looks at Woman #1.  Puts his hands on her forearms.

CHRIS

(bubbly voice)

Heeey!

Woman #1 smiles drunkenly. Puts hands on Chris’s forearms.

WOMAN #1

Heeeeyyyye!

CHRIS

(normal voice)

What are you doing here?

WOMAN #1

I meant Marek at a party I was doing a 
couple days ago. 
(puts finger on her forehead) 
Though I was pretty out of it at the time. 
But I do remember one thing.  He told us to 
stop by today for a private party.  And I just 
couldn’t say no.  Especially after he told me 
he was related to Ol’ Dirty Bastard.

Darrell laughs.

DARRELL

You sure it wasn’t, Ol’ Dirty Feet he said 
he was related to?

WOMAN #2

I’m gonna go see if there’s anything to 
drink in this place.

Woman #2, a cute brunette, walks toward the kitchen.

CHRIS

Wait-

She is already gone.

CHRIS

Well, Marek here’s feelin’ a little under the 
weather today, so he’s gonna have to give 
you a raincheck on that.

WOMAN #1

But he looks fine to me?

She walks over to Marek.  Sits on his lap.

WOMAN #1

You want us to stay, don’t you?

Marek’s big smile stares back at her.

WOMAN #1

Don’t you?

DARRELL
He can’t talk.

DARRELL

(puts hand on his throat)

Lost his voice?

WOMAN #1

Really? 

DARRELL

Yeah.  It was a sudden thing.  He was talking 
one minute, and the next, zip.  Gone.  Nada. 

WOMAN #1

Oh wow.  Well that’s OK.  I like my men 
quiet too.  Ha,ha.

She takes a big swig out of her bottle. 

She folds her legs.  Darrell leans his head down in order to get a better view.

WOMAN #1

I’m actually a quiet person myself.

CHRIS

(mumbles)

I find that hard to believe.

Woman has an arm on Marek’s shoulder. 

WOMAN #1

(loud)

WHAT?  WHAT?

Chris covers one of his ears.  Her voice is painful.

CHRIS

Nothing.

Woman #2 enters the room with two 12 packs of beer.

WOMAN #2

I found these in the fridge.

Woman #3 is sitting down on the ground near the coffee table.  She has set out three lines of cocaine and is snorting the first.

CHRIS

You can’t do that here!

Woman #3 snorts the second line.  She looks up at Chris.  White powder all over her nose.

WOMAN #1

(leans close to Marek)

Hey, Marek wants some!

DARRELL
No, he doesn’t.

WOMAN #1

Yes, he does.

CHRIS

Believe me.  He doesn’t.

INT. MAREK’S HOUSE - LATE AFTERNOON

Chris, Darrell and Marek are sitting in the same place.  Chris and Darrell both have a beer in hand.  An untouched open beer sits in front of Marek on the coffee table.

Boombox is playing. Woman #1 & 2 are dancing and teasing the men by lowering a bra strap and lifting their skirts a bit.

Darrell gets up, unable to resist. 

Darrell goes over to Woman #2, puts his arms around her.  They dance.  His hands slide down to her butt.  He turns her around. 
Woman #1 pops up off of Marek’s lap.  Takes a few steps back.  She motions with her fingers for Marek to follow her.

WOMAN #1 

Time for you to get your kitty.

Marek doesn’t budge. 

Woman #1 runs over to Marek and yanks hard on his hand.  Marek falls forward then plops back into position.

WOMAN #1

Get up!

She runs back and yanks him even harder, on the arm.

CHRIS

Stop that.  He don’t wanna move.  He’s chillin’

Her eyes light up in a devilish manner.

WOMAN #1

Well I’m not going annnnnnywhere until I 
get my nookie!

CHRIS

Maybe he’s not in the mood.

WOMAN #1

Then I’m gonna stand here and scream until 
he gets up.

She instantly starts screaming.

Chris pops up, attempts to cover her mouth with his hand.  She pushes it away, laughing. Steps back, screams some more.

DARRELL

Uh!  I’m about to knock a’ bitch out.

CHRIS

OK!  OK!  We just gotta help him to his 
room.  Just stop with the screaming.

Woman #1 is smiling like a child.

WOMAN #1

I always get my way.

Darrell turns, looks at her, makes huge ugly smile, mimicking her, then turns back to 
Chris.

Chris and Darrell pick Marek up, putting one of his arms over each of their shoulders, and walk him to his room.

INT. MAREK’S HOUSE - LATER

Chris and Darrell are sitting on couch.  Woman #2 is sitting on Darrell’s lap, making out with him.

The sound of woman #3 snorting two more lines of cocaine from the coffee table is heard. 

Darrell and Chris look at her.  She is using her fingertips to pick up the remainder of powder, licking them.

Darrell leans over and whispers into Chris’s ear.

DARRELL
We better hope we don’t have a second corpse 
by the time the night is over.

WOMAN #3

Oh no, I’m out!

CHRIS

Don’t you think you’ve had enough?

DARRELL

Yeah.  That’s just nasty.  Why don’t you 
try eating a banana or somethin’ 

     
(to Chris) 

Shit, she’d probably try to sniff that, I betcha’

Loud sexual moans come from the other room.

WOMAN #1 (V.O.)

Yes!  Yes!  That’s right baby.  Oh yeahhhhhh!

Chris and Darrell look at each other.

CHRIS

She couldn’t be!  Could she?

WOMAN #1 (V.O.)

Whose you’re cowgirl!  Whose you’re cowgirl!

Sounds of the bed moving and more moaning heard.

CHRIS

I think I need another beer.

Chris grabs a beer, cracks it open, and downs the whole thing.

Woman #1 walks out of the bedroom and into living room.  A big glowing smile of pleasure on her face. 

Darrell hops up.  Woman #2 forced to stand. 

DARRELL

Time for you all to go.

WOMAN #1 

Just give us our four hundred dollars, and 
we’ll be on our way.

Darrell and Chris both check their pockets.  Nothing.

WOMAN #1

(folding arms)

Well we’re not going anywhere until we 
get our money.

CHRIS

Hold on.

Chris goes into Marek’s room.  Comes out a moment later.  He hands her a fist full of money.

WOMAN #1

How much is this?

CHRIS

Three hundred forty five dollars and ninety 
eight cents.  Close enough.

Woman shrugs.  Picks up her boombox.  Her and other girls head out the door, chatting away.

WOMAN #2

So how was he, girl?

WOMAN #1

Oh my gosh, he was amazing in bed!  The best 
sex I’ve had in a long time.  And guess what, he 
said he’s gonna introduce me to Ol’ Dirty Bastard.

WOMAN #3

Isn’t he dead?

WOMAN #1

No, he’s still alive.  He’s gonna give him a call 
next week to hook us up.

WOMAN #2 & 3

Wow, how exciting!!  I’m so jealous!

INT. MAREK’S HOUSE - BEDROOM - EVENING

Chris and Darrell are looking at Marek. 

Marek is propped up on his bed with a lit cigarette hanging out of his mouth. 
It is almost burnt down to the butt.

Chris grabs it.  Burns his fingertips.  Quickly puts it out.

DARRELL

Is it me, or did his smile get bigger?

They glance down at Marek’s lower body, covered by a sheet.

DARRELL

Do you think she really, you know- Had 
sex with him?

CHRIS

I don’t know.  Should we check?

They look at each other.  Shake it off, afraid to look. 

CHRIS & DARRELL 

NAW!!

INT. MAREK’S HOUSE - GARAGE - NIGHT

Chris and Darrell lift then set Marek into a long freezer. 

CHRIS

We’ll just keep him here for a lil while.  At 
least he won’t thaw out.  Oh, do you want 
your sunglasses?

DARRELL

(making face/hurt)

Naw.  He can’ keep em’

Chris yawns.

CHRIS

I’m exhausted.  This has been one long, 
crazy ass day.  I say we get some sleep. 
We can figure out what we’re gonna do
next in the morning. 

DARRELL

Should we stay here, or go back to our pad?

CHRIS

We’d better stay here.  Oh, and make sure 
the deadbolt is locked.  We don’t need no 
mo’ surprises.

INT. MAREK’S HOUSE - MORNING

Chris, who is asleep on the couch, wakes up.  

INT. MAREK’S HOUSE – MORNING

Chris walks into the kitchen, finds Darrell in front of the stove, wearing an apron and cooking breakfast.

DARRELL

Good mornin’ sunshine. 

CHRIS

What time is it?

DARRELL

Almost 10 A.M.  Someone was tired.

CHRIS

(rubbing eyes)

I can’t believe I slept that long.

Darrell sets two plates full of pancakes, eggs, toast and sausage on the table.

DARRELL
You should see all the food this motha’ got. 
Dig in.  There’s coffee too if you want some.

CHRIS

(sitting down)

You went all out, didn’t you?

DARRELL
Of course I did.  As long as it’s not coming 
outta’ my pocket, there’s no limit to what I 
can do!

Chris picks up his toast, takes a bite.

The doorbell rings.

Chris pops out of his chair, ducks under the kitchen table.

Darrell is peeking out a side window.

DARRELL

It’s OK.  It was just the mail man.  He’s gone now. 

Chris slowly gets back up, gets back into his chair.

DARRELL

There’s a bunch of stuff I wanna show you 
when you’re done eating.

INT. MAREK’S HOUSE - STORAGE ROOM - MORNING

Darrell and Chris enter.  Hundreds of opened boxes and other items fill the big room.

DARRELL

Look at all this stuff.

Chris looks at a couple boxes.  They are marked “EBAY STUFF.”

Darrell picks up a woman’s wig, tosses it aside, picks up an antique looking clock, sees if it works, and then sets it down.  He picks up a small container and opens it.

Inside the container is a set of dentures.

CHRIS

Those must a’ been old man Henry’s.  Marek 
must a’ took em’ when he died.  That’s scanless...

Darrell picks up a jersey.

DARRELL

Isn’t this yours?

Darrell tosses the jersey to Chris.  Chris looks at it.

CHRIS

Yeah! 

Darrell holds up a pair of used leather sneakers.

CHRIS

Hey, those are mine too.

CHRIS

(eyebrows narrowed)

I knew it!  Sometimes when I’d come home 
from work, I’d have a sneaky feelin’ that 
someone had been in my pad.  Now I know I 
wasn’t crazy.  That sneaky lil snake musta 
been going in and out of our place whenever 
he felt like it.  Who knows what else he’s got 
in here!

Darrell picks up another item.  It’s a used diaphragm.

CHRIS

Now that’s just nasty.

Darrell tosses it over his shoulder instantly.

DARRELL
What was it?
CHRIS

You seriously don’t know what that was?

Darrell shakes his head.

DARRELL
What was it?

CHRIS

Something yo’ mother shoulda used the day 
she got impregnated with you.

Darrell looks puzzled.

CHRIS

Any ways, what we need to be doin’ right now 
is figuring out are next move.  If we left now, it 
would look even more suspicious.  If only-

Darrell puts on a pair of ugly glasses with super thick frames and lenses that make his 
eyes look twice as big.

DARRELL

Wow.  I can actually see better with these on!

CHRIS

That’s a good look for you.

Darrell grabs a woman’s gray wig, puts it on his head, grabs a nightgown, and holds it against his body.

DARRELL

What were you saying?

Chris looks at a box of stuff near him.  He digs through it, picks up an ugly yellow bra, a girdle, and blouse.

CHRIS

If only we could change our appearance. 

         
(smiling) 

Once again, you’re a genius Darrell!  And I bet 
you don’t even know what I’m talking about!

DARRELL

What?  What did I do?  What did I do?

INT. MAREK’S HOUSE - STORAGE ROOM - DAY

Chris tosses a small bra, a girdle, and a big XXL flowery dress at Darrell.

CHRIS

You put this on.

Chris grabs a huge size DDD granny style bra, another girdle and skirt outfit for himself.

CHRIS

I’ll take these.

Darrell holds up the small ugly yellow bra, makes a face.

DARRELL

Size B.  Why you get the bigger bra, and I 
gotta be flat chested! 

CHRIS

Just put it on!

DARRELL
This is messed up...  You alwayz get the good 
stuff. Just like when we was kids!  You’d get 
the electric train set for Christmas, and what 
did I get from grandma?  A ball on a stick-stupid 
paddle ball thing or deck of cards.  Dawg, that’s 
not fair.

CHRIS

Quit your crying and just try the shit on already.

Darrell, giving Chris a dirty look, takes his shirt off.

Chris, shirtless, putting on bra.  He grabs 2 perfectly round, matching wooden bowls, puts one in each of the bra’s cups.

CHRIS

There.  Perfect.

Darrell looks down at the form fitting bra he has on.  Tries to stretch out one of the cups to no avail.  Makes a face.

EXT. HOUSE - DAY       

Luis and Morris on porch of the house Chris and Darrell did yard work in the previous day.  They ring the doorbell.

The woman, again in a flowery big dress, answers. 

WOMAN

Yes.  Can I help you?
MORRIS

We’re here to inform you about a new 
neighborhood collection procedure.  We’re 
gonna need $50 from you a month for our fee.

WOMAN

What kind of fee.

MORRIS

Consider it protection.

WOMAN

From what?

Luis partially opens his jacket, showing her the gun inside.

LUIS

It wouldn’t be wise to ask too many 
questions if you get my drift.

WOMAN

But-

LUIS

Listen granny, we’ll be back around in 30 
minutes to collect.  And don’t even think of 
calling the police.  Cause if you do, I’ll put 
a bullet in each of your cats.

The woman’s eyes get big.  She gasps.

INT. MAREK’S HOUSE - BEDROOM - DAY

Chris and Darrell, both dressed as heavy set women in their 20’s, complete with makeup and wigs, stand before a mirror looking at their reflections.

CHRIS

(smiling)

Chris and Darrell, meet Christina and Darlene. 
Marek’s two nieces from South Africa!

The doorbell rings. Chris looks to Darrell.

CHRIS

This will be the true test.  I hope we can pull it off.

INT. MAREK’S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - DAY       

Chris opens the door.

Rhonda stands on the porch.  She looks a bit surprised.

RHONDA

Uh..hi.  Hello.  Sorry, I was expecting Marek 
to answer.  He around? 

DARRELL

He di-

Chris jabs Darrell in the side with his elbow. 

Chris and Darrell speak in their best South African accents.

CHRIS

He de-cided to go to South Africa for a while. 

RHONDA

Oh really, wow.  OK.

CHRIS

Yeah, he was missing his homeland and decided 
to go for a visit on the spur of the moment.

RHONDA

And you are?

CHRIS

I’m Christina, and this here is my sister Darlene. 
We’re Marek’s nieces from South Africa.

Rhonda looks puzzled.

RHONDA

You’re his nieces from South Africa?  And he just 
decided to go there at the same time you came here.

DARRELL

We did a home swap.  



CHRIS

Yes, a South African home swap!  He’s over 
in South Africa staying in our home with the 
rest of our family, his family, and he invited 
us to come stay here and watch over his place.

RHONDA

Well can you give this to him when he comes 
back.  It’s a piece of paperwork I forgot to give 
him the other day when I moved in.

Chris takes the paper. 

CHRIS

No problem, I be sure and give it to him 
when he returns.

Rhonda smiles, walks away.

EXT. HOUSE - DAY

Raul, Luis and Morris knock on the door of another home.  The doormat says ‘Welcome’ in Chinese.

RAUL

Immigration Patrol!

A chubby Chinese woman with glasses comes to the door.

EXT. STREET - DAY

Rhonda approaches her house.  She looks over at Raul and his men who are at a house two houses down from hers.

EXT. STREET - DAY       

Ralphie strolls down the street.  Looks around, opens a random home’s mailbox, takes piece of mail and puts it in his jacket. 

Ralphie hums, stops at another house, grabs the latch part of a gate that is partially hanging, tears it off, and sticks it in his pocket.  The gate swings open.

He continues humming, stops at another house, bends down, grabs a small sprinkler head, and puts it in his pocket.

INT. MAREK’S HOUSE - DAY       

Ralphie is seen strolling by the house.  He glances inside as he passes.  He quickly walks backwards, looks inside.

Darrell is holding his skirt up as Chris hikes up his nylons.

Ralphie is seen approaching.

CHRIS

Quick!  Act female, and South African.  
Ralphie just saw us.

Ralphie stands in doorway, peering in, looking all around.

RALPHIE

Knock, knock.

Chris goes to the screen door.  Opens it.

CHRIS

Can I help you?

RALPHIE

Where’s Marek?

CHRIS

Outta the country at the moment. 

RALPHIE

When I saw you two beautiful young ladies, 
I just had to come over and introduce myself.  

I’m Ralphie.  I’m kinda’ like the neighborhood 
security guard slash community leader.  I like 
to give back, you know how it is?  Yeah, I rent 
a place from Marek a few houses over.  I let a 
couple a’ my cousins stay there though-they 
act like it’s their place cause they embarrassed 
to take charity from me.  I’m sorta’ the 
breadwinner of the family.

CHRIS

Oh, that’s real nice of you to do that for them.

RALPHIE

I don’t like to brag, but I gotta admit, it is pretty 
damn nice of me.  Ha, ha.  Where are you ladies 
from?  I detect an accent.

CHRIS

South Africa.

Ralphie pulls a CD out of his inside jacket pocket.

RALPHIE

Here’s a lil Welcome to America present for 
you all.
Chris takes the Shakira CD from Ralphie’s hand. 

RALPHIE

Listen to it.  It’s the hottest thing around right 
now.  Consider it a personal little gift from 
yours truly.  Sort of a down payment if you 

know what I mean.

Ralphie looks directly into Chris’s eyes and winks.  Chris cringes.

As Ralphie tries to let himself inside, Chris shoves him back out the door.

CHRIS

Thank you.  Bye now.  See you later!

Ralphie waves, starts to walk away.

RALPHIE

Damn girl, you strong.  I bet you work out!
Chris looks down at the CD.  Turns it over.  It’s from 2000.

CHRIS

He just gave me back a CD I’m pretty sure was 
mine to begin with.

DARRELL

Hey, what’s going on over there?

Darrell is looking out of a window.  Chris approaches.

Raul and Morris are arguing with Rhonda across the street.

CHRIS

I don’t know.  But something tells me they 
don’t belong here.  Come on!

EXT. RHONDA’S HOUSE - DAY       

Rhonda is waving a finger in Luis’s face.

RHONDA

I don’t know what you’re trying to pull here, 
but I’ll tell you what-it ends here!

Raul takes a step toward Rhonda, making his eyes big. 

RHONDA

Don’t you try and intimidate me. 

Chris and Darrell approach.

CHRIS

Is something going on here?

RAUL

This doesn’t concern you.

RHONDA

You and your crew better get your butts up 
outta here now.  Go try and run your game 
somewhere else, not in this neighborhood, oh 
no!

RAUL

You’re really starting to piss me off. 

RHONDA

Good.  Cause I ain’t afraid of your low life ass.

In what looks like slow motion, Raul raises a hand and moves it toward Rhonda’s face, about to smack her.

Chris leaps forward, landing on top of Raul and tackling him to the ground.  Raul’s gun falls out of his jacket.  Darrell quickly grabs it, points it at Raul and Luis.

DARRELL

STOP! You and your friend get up and get outta 
here now and we can forget this ever happened.

Raul slowly gets up, dusts off his clothes.

Raul and Luis start to walk away.  Raul points at them.

RAUL

You disrespected us, and that’s not cool.

Raul and Luis, joined by Morris, run down the street.

RAUL

Don’t think this is over!  It’s not over bitches!

RHONDA

Thank you both for helping me out.  That 
was really brave of you.

CHRIS

Don’t worry about it.  Who were those guys?

RHONDA

I don’t know.  I’m guessing mafia.  They were 
saying everyone on the block needed to start 
paying them so much a month for their protection.

DARRELL
Protection?

RHONDA

It’s just a bullshit excuse to extort money from 
us.  Mobsters do it all the time, but usually it’s 
done to businesses.  My guess is because the 
economy’s so bad, they’re not getting the money 
they used to from businesses and they decided to 
move in on the residential market.

Darrell takes the gun, tucks it into a belt on his skirt.

RHONDA

I can take that if you want?  I’ll drop it off at 
a drop off center tomorrow.

Darrell pulls the gun from his belt. 

DARRELL
Oh, okay.  I’ve never used one of these before 
any ways.

Darrell points it at the street.

DARRELL

Pow.  Pow.

Darrell hands it to Rhonda.  She takes the bullets out.

RHONDA

Hey, why don’t you two join me for dinner? 

DARRELL
Oh no, we don’t want to impose.

RHONDA

I insist.  It’s the least I can do after what you 
did for me just now.

CHRIS

If you insist.

INT. RHONDA’S HOUSE - EVENING

Rhonda, Chris and Darrell, sit at the table. 

RHONDA

Thanks again for your help ladies.  I’m so sorry 
you had to deal with that on your first day here.

Rhonda drinks the remainder of wine in her glass. 

RHONDA

I hope you don’t mind me drinking so much 
in front of you. 

Chris scoots his chair closer to Rhonda, rubs her on shoulder, grabs wine bottle from table, and refills her glass.

CHRIS

Oh, don’t mind us. Drink up.  Have 3 or 4 
more glasses if you want.

RHONDA

(laughing)

If I didn’t know any better, I’d say you were 
trying to get me drunk, Christina.

Chris gives a fake laugh, continues to rub her arm.

Darrell gives him a dirty look.

RHONDA

Are you sure you don’t want any wine, Darlene?

Chris refills his own glass with wine.

CHRIS

Oh, don’t mind her.  She’s always been quite 
timid.  Twenty years old and still never been 
kissed.  I have to admit, I’m more developed 
than my sister in more ways than one.

Chris touches his bosom.  They both laugh.

RHONDA

Wow, I have to say, I’ve never seen breasts 
quite so symmetrical.  Did you get a boob job?

CHRIS


No.  Au’ naturale baby.

RHONDA

Impressive.  Most women have one breast 
that’s a little bigger than the other.  Like mine 
for instance, the left one here is quite a bit bigger 
than the right.

CHRIS

Really?

RHONDA

Oh yes, look.

Chris is looking at her chest area.

Darrell gives him an upset look.

CHRIS

(to Darrell)

Oh, come on now.  Don’t get mad just 
because you’ve got small boobs.

Rhonda starts cracking up.

DARRELL
Maybe I should leave you two alone.

RHONDA

I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to laugh.  They’re 
cute, really.  You got cute little boobies.

Chris is now sitting even closer to Rhonda.  Both start cracking up.

RHONDA

(slurring a bit)

Listen.  I tell you what I’m gonna do.  I’m 
gonna set you up with this real sweet friend 
of mine. His name is Thomas.  He’s a good, 
church going fellow.  Very shy, just like you. 
He’s a perfect gentleman.  I’m a’ give him a 
call and have him pick you up at your place 
tomorrow night at 8 PM. 

Darrell is shaking his head no as she speaks.

CHRIS

8 PM would be perfect.  Right Darlene?

Darrell just stares at them, irritated.

Chris picks up his wine glass, toasts with Rhonda.

EXT. STREET - NIGHT

Chris and Darrell walk toward their house.

DARRELL
Thanks a lot!  And I’m gonna get me a bigger 
bra starting tomorrow!

CHRIS

You can’t. People have already seen you. 
We gotta stay the same.

DARRELL

Well why the hell were you making fun of my 
chest in there!

CHRIS

Oh come on, I was just playing.

DARRELL

Yeah, I see how you play.  Scooting closer to 
miss thing every chance you get.  Lesbian!  And 
thanks a lot for setting me up on that date.  I ain’t 
going out with no dude. 

CHRIS

She was drunk.  I’m sure she’ll forget all about 
it by tomorrow.  

EXT. MAREK’S HOUSE - NEXT EVENING

THOMAS, 30’s, black, glasses, dressed in a conservative suit and a bow tie, rings the doorbell.  He holds some roses.

Chris and Darrell open the door.  Darrell’s eyes get big.

THOMAS

Hi there, I’m Thomas.  I’m here to pick up 
Darlene for our date.

Darrell turns toward Chris, who is blocking him from moving.

CHRIS

This is Darlene.  She’s been expecting you.

Thomas hands her the roses.

THOMAS

These are for you.

DARRELL
Oh, thank you.

Chris takes the flowers.

CHRIS

I’ll put these in some water.

DARRELL

Thomas, can you excuse us for a second.

Darrell closes the door.

INT. MAREK’S HOUSE - SAME

DARRELL
Are you crazy?  I’m not going with him just 
so you can get in Miss goody two shoes pants. 
He’s probably some freak!

CHRIS

Look at him.  He looks like a dork.  Probably 
never even seen a tit before.  Just go.  She said he’s 
a nice church going fellow. I’m sure he’s harmless.

Darrell still looking upset.

CHRIS

Please.  Just do this for me.

DARRELL
All right.  But call me in an hour so I have an 
excuse to leave early.

CHRIS

Will do.

DARRELL
You owe me.

Darrell, walking like a man, opens the door and stomps out.

INT. THOMAS’S CAR - EVENING

Thomas glances over at Darrell, shyly looks away.

THOMAS

I was real glad when Rhonda told me she 
set me up with you.

DARRELL
Oh.

Thomas turns his vehicle into the driveway of a home.

DARRELL
Where are we?  I thought we were going 
to dinner?

THOMAS

We are.  I’m a cook.  This is my house.  I 
made a nice meal for us.

DARRELL

(nervously)

Oh.  Oh.  Oh.  I see.

INT. THOMAS’S HOUSE - EVENING

Darrell and Thomas sit at a table with candles on it.

THOMAS

You’re not eating your food.

Darrell picks up a piece of turkey, puts it in his mouth.

DARRELL

(pointing across room)

What’s that?

Thomas turns his head.  Darrell quickly spits his food into a napkin, shoves it into his pocket.

THOMAS

What?

DARRELL
I thought I saw a blue jay.

Thomas stares at Darrell.  Scoots his chair next to him.

THOMAS

Let’s cut the small talk.  Oh God I can’t wait 
any longer.

Thomas grabs Chris’s chest and tries to kiss him.  Darrell pushes him away, hops up out of his chair.

DARRELL

Bathroom?  Where’s your bathroom?

Thomas points to a room.

Darrell gets up, walks to that room, and opens the door.  It’s dark inside.  He quickly turns around and bumps right into Thomas.  Thomas pushes him into the dark room.

INT. BEDROOM 
Thomas flips on the light. 

Darrell looks around the room.  There are all sorts of sex toys; including different size dildos, a half a dozen various bottles of lubricant, some sort of sex contraption hanging over the bed, posters of topless women, and a leopard bedspread in room.

DARRELL

Whoops, I musta’ accidentally walked into 
the wrong room.

Thomas locks the door with a key.  Drops key down his pants.

THOMAS

No you didn’t baby.  Let’s stop fooling 
ourselves.  I know you want me. 

Darrell is walking backwards, with Thomas approaching.

DARRELL
(under his breath)

The only thing I want is to get the hell outta here-

Thomas peels off his shirt then rips off his pants that tear like stripper pants.  He is standing in a black leather thong.

He moves in toward Darrell.

THOMAS

Come on girl.  I know you wanna some a’ 
this pleasure pistol.

Darrell runs past him.  Tries to open the door.  It’s locked.

DARRELL
Where is the key?

A wicked smile comes over Thomas’s face.  He looks down at his pleasure pistol.

THOMAS

Where do you think?

Thomas smiles.

DARRELL

Oh no.

INT. CHRIS’S CAR - NIGHT

Chris drives down the street.  Darrell, a mad look on his face, sits next to him.

CHRIS

I’m sorry.

Darrell holds up a hand to him.

DARRELL

I don’t ever want to speak of this again.

Chris laughs.

CHRIS

You’re taking me to a drive through and 
buying my dinner.

DARRELL
You didn’t eat?

CHRIS

I wasn’t about to get date raped.  That’s the kind 
of freak you hear about on the 6 o’clock news.

DARRELL
So how’d you get outta there?

DARRELL
Trust me.  You don’t even want to know.

CHRIS

That bad, huh?

INT. THOMAS’S HOUSE - BEDROOM - NIGHT

We see Thomas hanging from the sex contraption over the bed with a ball type muzzle in his mouth.  He is kicking and trying to scream.

INT. CAR - AFTERNOON

Raul, Luis and Morris in car.  Raul uses binoculars to look at Marek’s house.

LUIS

Maybe we should leave.  We’ve already been 
here for 3 hours.

RAUL

We’re not leaving.  Those South African bitches 
have to leave the house sometime.  I know they’ve 
gotta have something worth taking in there.  Why 
else would they be so defensive!

MORRIS

I’m hungry.

RAUL

Shut up!  You’re always hungry.  You 
had 3 burritos less than 2 hours ago.

MORRIS

But I’m still hungry.

RAUL

There they are.  They’re leaving.

Through the binoculars, Raul sees Chris and Darrell exit the house, get into their car and drive up the street.

RAUL

They’re driving our way.  Duck.

Raul, Luis and Morris duck.  Morris’s stomach still shows.

They sit back up.

RAUL

Remember what I told you.  Go in, grab as 
much valuable shit as you can find.  And no 
junk this time.  Money, jewelry, stuff like 
that only!

MORRIS

OK.

EXT. MAREK’S HOUSE - AFTERNOON

Morris uses a crow bar to bust through the back door.  He opens door, slips inside.

INT. MAREK’S HOUSE - STORAGE ROOM

Morris looks at all of the stuff around him.  He grabs a box, looks through it.  It’s junk. He grabs another, more junk. 

Morris sees a small velvet pouch.  Grabs it.  Looks inside.  The pouch is full of antique coins.  He pours a few coins into his hand.  Looks at them.  Puts them back into pouch.

Morris sees the freezer across the room. 

His stomach growls.  He looks down at his belly.

He approaches the freezer, opens it up.  He shoves one hand into freezer, grabs something, pulls up.  Pulls again.

MORRIS

Huh.

He scrapes away some of the ice from what he was pulling on.

Morris screams.  Drops the bag of coins onto the floor.

Staring up at Morris, is Marek’s face; still wearing the sunglasses and the same eerie smile.

Morris’s walkie-talkie goes off.

RAUL (V.O.)

Morris.
  Evacuate.  You hear me.  Evacuate. 
Quick!

Morris bends down, scrambles to pick up as many coins as he can off the floor.

RAUL (V.O.)

Hurry!  They’re coming in.

Morris picks up a few more coins.  Sighs.  Runs out back door.

INT. MAREK’S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - AFTERNOON

Chris and Darrell carrying a couple bags.

DARRELL

(removing items from bag)

I love my new dress.  It’s really fashionable. 
And this necklace.  Beautiful!

CHRIS

What was that?

DARRELL
What?

CHRIS

I think I heard something.  From the back.

They hurry to the back room.

INT. STORAGE ROOM

Chris and Darrell look around.  Chris walks to back door.

CHRIS

It’s broken.  Someone was here.

Chris sees the coins on the ground.  Picks up a few.

DARRELL
Who do you think it was?

CHRIS

Had to be those brothas from the other day. 
Come to collect.

DARRELL

Do you think they saw the body?

CHRIS

Let’s hope not.

DARRELL
Those coins look valuable.  You know they’ll 
be back!  We best leave now.  We can get bus 
tickets to another state.  Be far away when they 
find that body.

CHRIS

No, we’re not leaving.

DARRELL

Don’t tell me you wanna stick around for that 
girl?  You willing to go down for a chick you 
hardly even know.  And who thinks you’re a 
woman, might I add?

CHRIS

That’s not it.  We’re not running and that’s final!

DARRELL

Then what are we gonna do?

CHRIS

I don’t know yet.  But I’ll think of something.

INT. MAREK’S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - EVENING

Chris and Darrell look around living room.  They have several mannequins set up, all wearing camouflage army clothing.

DARRELL
Are you sure about all this?  You really think 
it’ll work?

CHRIS

Just follow my plan and everything will turn out fine. 

CHRIS

His face should be thawed out enough by now. 
Let’s go get him.

INT. MAREK’S HOUSE - KITCHEN - EVENING

Bent over a chair is Marek’s body.  His head is resting inside the open oven.  He is dressed in camouflage clothing.

Chris turns off the oven.  He positions Marek in the chair. 

MAREK

His face thawed out perfectly.  The rest of him is 
still frozen solid.  That’ll help keep him standing.

DARRELL

He kinda looks like a fish stick.

Marek puts a military style hat on him.

CHRIS

And we can’t forget the sunglasses.

Chris places the black sunglasses on Marek’s face.  Darrell lets out a small moan.

CHRIS

Let’s get him in position.

The two of them struggle to lift Marek’s body. 

DARRELL

Damn, I think he got heavier.

They carry him into the living room.

INT. MAREK’S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - EVENING

They walk to the middle of the room.  Marek’s body is bent into a sitting position.  Chris is holding his chest area.

CHRIS

Now help me straighten him up.  I’m gonna 
pull his chest up.  And you pull his legs down. 
Hard.  Ready.  On the count a’ three.  One.  Two.
Darrell pulls down on Marek’s legs.  A small crack is heard.

CHRIS

I said three!

Darrell feels up Marek’s perfectly straight body. 

DARRELL
It’s OK.  I think it was just a kneecap or something.

CHRIS

Just get the hammer.

Darrell gets a hammer and nails from a nearby table.

Chris continues to hold Marek in place.

CHRIS

Put one in each foot.

Darrell grabs a long nail, places it over the top of Marek’s foot, nails it down.  Does the same with the other.

DARRELL

There’s gotta be something religiously wrong 
with this on so many different levels.

They stand back, look at their handiwork.

DARRELL

So far so good.

CHRIS

One more thing.

Chris opens a closet, removes a rifle with a strap over it.  Places rifle in Marek’s hands with strap over his shoulder.

CHRIS

Perfect.  OK, grab those flashlights and let’s 
get back to our place.

EXT. MAREK’S HOUSE - NIGHT

Chris and Darrell exit the house into the backyard.

CHRIS

Hold on, I forgot something.

Chris opens back door, about to step in.

DARRELL
And Chris?
CHRIS

What?

DARRELL
Don’t forget your tampons. 

CHRIS

Shut up.

INT. TIKO’S OFFICE - NIGHT

Raul, Luis and Morris stand in front of Tiko’s desk.

Tiko sits behind the desk, looking at a few coins.
RAUL

So what do ya think boss?  Are they worth 
anything?

Tiko sets coins down next to a coin price guide book.

Tiko looks at them with no expression.

Raul and Luis, nervous, both take a step back.

TIKO

I’m impressed.  Where’d you find them?

RAUL

In the home of these South African chicks who 
refused to pay us when we went around collecting yesterday. 

LUIS
Two real crazy bitches.  They tackled his ass 
pretty good.  Ha, ha.

TIKO

(to Raul)

And you didn’t make them pay for that?

RAUL

They were making quite a scene outside.

LUIS
Yeah, so we thought it’d be best to sneak in and 
take a look in their house while they were out 
before confronting them again. 

TIKO

This time-I’m glad you did that.  This little bag 
of coins here is worth at least fifteen grand.

RAUL

Thanks boss. 

 
(glancing at Luis)

It was my idea.

Raul slides the pouch of coins into his pocket.

MORRIS

Can I have my tooth back?

TIKO

After we get the rest of those coins.

Morris swallows.

MORRIS

We’re going back?

TIKO

Yes.  In about four hours.

MORRIS

(nervously)

I can’t go back there.  I’m not going back.

Morris turns to Raul.

MORRIS

Did you tell him about what I seen?

TIKO

What?

RAUL

Oh, it’s nothing boss.  Morris here was just 
a lil confused is all.

LUIS
(laughing)

He thought he saw a body.  In the freezer.

TIKO

What was he doing in the freezer?

MORRIS

I was feeling a little weak with my diabetes and 
all, so I looked in one of them big long freezers 
to see if they had something to eat.  And that’s 
when I saw it.  A body.  A head!  Staring up at 
me.  I’ll never forget that twisted smile.  It was 
horrible.

RAUL

He didn’t see nothing boss.  His blood sugar 
musta’ been off or something.  You know how 
he get when he don’t get enough to eat.

MORRIS


I know what I saw!

RAUL

Come on now.  Remember that one time your 
blood sugar was way off because you were trying 
to go on a liquid diet to lose some weight and you  hallucinated and thought you saw Wonder Woman 
running outta the Chinese restaurant down on 5th? 

Morris contemplates this.

LUIS
Or maybe it was an animal in the freezer.  A deer 
or something.

MORRIS

I ain’t never seen no deer around here.

LUIS
You don’t know what kinda’ cultural differences 
those women have back where they come from. 
Maybe they used to going out and hunting their 
own prey.  Shit.  They big enough!  If I was a deer 
I’d run from em too.  Probably caught the sucker 
with their bare hands.

MORRIS

That wasn’t no animal.

TIKO

Well, we’ll be fully armed when we go back, so 
just remember this boys.  Anyone - or anything –

tries to get in the way of us and the rest of those 
coins, we shoot to kill!

INT. CHRIS’S HOUSE - BEDROOM - EARLY A.M. 

The house is dark.  Chris sits next to a window.  He is looking out it with binoculars.

Darrell walks up behind him, touches his shoulder.

Chris jumps.

CHRIS

What did I tell you about sneaking up behind me?

DARRELL

Sorry.

CHRIS

You’re supposed to be at your post.  I need 
you watching that side of the street in case 
they decide to come from that way.

DARRELL

I’ve been sitting there for 4 hours, and the only 
thing I’ve seen is a couple a’ cats and old 
Mrs. Jenkins and her boyfriend stumbling home 
from the bar. 
(pause) 
And she didn’t have no top on. 

 
(shaking image from mind) 

And that wasn’t pretty.

DARRELL
I was gonna make some coffee.  You want some?

CHRIS

Sure.  But make it quick.

DARRELL

What about Rhonda?  Should we warn her?

CHRIS

She’s staying with her sister for the weekend. 
I spoke to her earlier.

DARRELL

Did you tell her anything?

CHRIS

No, just called for a little girl talk and she told me.

DARRELL
Girl talk?  I think you’re getting a little too 
into this girl stuff?

CHRIS

This from a guy who was bragging about his 
new outfit just yesterday?

DARRELL
What, it’s next season’s sneak peek.  And you 
know that color goes good with my delicate 
caramel complexion.

CHRIS

(making face)

Delicate?  Who told you that?

DARRELL

The woman at the counter.

CHRIS

Probably just said that so she could make the sale.  

Darrell touches his face.

DARRELL

Take that back!

CHRIS

You know you’re having fun with this girl stuff too!

DARRELL

Well, all I know is we’d better hope this works, 
or we might turn into real gals if we get locked 
up.  And that time, it won’t be by choice.

CHRIS

Don’t worry.  We’re not getting locked up.

Chris doesn’t look too sure about this himself.

INT. CHRIS’S HOUSE - BEDROOM - 5 A.M.

Chris yawns, takes a drink of his coffee, and rubs his eyes.

Darrell comes running into the room.
DARRELL

Here they come!  Here they come!

Chris is now wide awake. 

Chris turns himself around in his chair, wheels himself over to a desk with an open laptop on it.  Pushes a button. 

ONSCREEN OF COMPUTER: We see the inside of Marek’s House. 

CHRIS

It’s a good thing we found all those cameras 
and equipment in Marek’s ebay stuff.

DARRELL

Yeah.  And I’m glad you know how to use it, 
cause I don’t!  Are you gonna record it?

Chris pushes a button.  In red on computer screen we see the words REC.

CHRIS

Recording now.

Darrell sits down in a chair next to him.

CHRIS

You ready to do this?

DARRELL

As ready as I’m gonna be.

Chris grabs a microphone that is connected to the computer.

ONSCREEN OF COMPUTER: Front door of Marek’s house flies open.

EXT. MAREK’S HOUSE - SAME

Tiko stands to the side of front door with a machine gun.  Peeks in.  Bolts into the house, followed by Raul and Luis.  All three in bullet proof vests.

Morris takes this opportunity to sneak back down the porch, run over to the side of the house to hide.

INT. MAREK’S HOUSE - SAME

The house is dark inside.

TIKO

You messed with the wrong crew Motha Fuckers! 
Show yourselves now or face the consequences!

TIKO

(looking around)

Do you see em? 

RAUL

I can’t see anybody boss.  It’s dark in here.

All of the curtains in the house are closed.

RAUL

Oh wait, I think I see something.

Raul looks closer.  Sees the form of Marek standing in the middle of the room.  Makes out the shadow of his gun.

TIKO

(looking around)

What?  Where?

RAUL

There he is!  Right in front of you.  And shit, 
he’s got a gun!  Shoot!

Chris’s voice is heard over a speaker in the house.

CHRIS (V.O.)

You ready to battle you pieces of shit!

Tiko goes crazy, shooting from left to right in the direction of Marek’s body.  Raul and Luis shoot into the dark house as well.

RAUL

AHHHHHHH!!!!

TIKO

Take this Mother Fuckers!!!  Die!  Die!  Die!

INT. CHRIS’S HOUSE - SAME

Chris sitting at computer watching the onscreen action.  He is laughing. 

Darrell hurries into the room.

CHRIS

Did you call the police?

DARRELL
They should be here any second.

The sound of police sirens are heard.

CHRIS

OK, let’s go!

DARRELL
But what if the police try and shoot us.

CHRIS

They ain’t gonna try and shoot no nice South 
African ladies dressed in women’s clothing.

DARRELL

True!  With all this action, I almost forgot we 
were dressed like this.

They hurry out of the bedroom.

EXT. MAREK’S HOUSE - BACKYARD - 5:15 A.M.

Chris and Darrell come out of nearby home’s backyard and sneak into his.  They hurry to the back door and go inside.

INT. MAREK’S HOUSE - SAME

Chris and Marek run into the living room.

CHRIS

Now hurry, get those nails outta his feet!

Marek’s bullet riddled body is still nailed to the floor with half of his body leaning backward in the shape of a U.

Chris runs toward the front door, screaming like a woman.

CHRIS

Help!  Help!  Somebody!  They killed my uncle!

Darrell pulls the first nail out of Marek’s foot with hammer.

Chris pauses, glances back at Darrell.

CHRIS 

(hisses to Darrell)

Did you get em?

DARRELL

I can’t get this one.  It’s stuck?

Chris pretends to cry some more.

CHRIS

OHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!

Chris glances back at Darrell.

CHRIS

What do you mean, it’s stuck?

DARRELL
I mean it’s really in there.

Darrell is pulling with all his might.  He pulls harder, leaning his body back.  Nail comes out.  Darrell falls to his side.  Marek’s body comes falling down on top of him.

DARRELL
(shoving Marek off of him)

Oh yuck.  Now I got more dead people smell on me.

A cop is seen approaching the front door.

Darrell tosses hammer and nails under a bookshelf.

EXT. MAREK’S HOUSE - LATER

Three cop cars and ambulance in front of house.  Luis and Raul sit in back seat of one cop car, looking out at others with pitiful expressions on their faces.

Tiko is being escorted toward the other cop car by two officers, with his hands handcuffed in front of him.

Chris and Darrell stand a couple feet away from them.

Rhonda, who just arrived home, walks over to them.

RHONDA

What’s going on here?

CHRIS

I thought you were staying at your sister’s 
for the weekend?

RHONDA

My sister and her husband got in a big fight, 
so I came back early.

Another cop walks out from the side of the house with Morris in handcuffs.

COP #2

I found this one hiding on the side of the house.

MORRIS

(motioning toward 
 Tiko with his head)

It was all his idea!  He’s in charge.  He wanted 
to steal their coins.  They’re worth thousands!

Tiko is giving him a dirty look, cussing at him in Spanish.

MORRIS

He took my tooth.  And he said he wasn’t 
gonna give it back to me unless I came with him.

Tiko pats his front pocket with his hand and smirks.

Two paramedics reel Marek’s body out on a stretcher.  It is covered by a sheet.  They approach Cop #2.

COP #2

Is he gone?

One of the paramedics smirk.

PARAMEDIC

He’s as gone as he can be.  Must a been shot 
over a hundred times.  See for yourself.

The paramedic pulls back the sheet over Marek’s body.

Morris’s eyes get huge.  He jerks backwards, starts screaming like a woman.

MORRIS

Ugggggggh!  It’s him.  Back from the dead! 
(stuttering) 
Tha-tha-that’s the body.  He was in the freezer 
dead.  Then he was in the house alive.  Now he’s 
dead again.  What kinda vodoo shit is goin’ on here?

Morris jerks back some more, his big body shoving the cop who is with him backwards, making cop almost trip.

One of the cops that is with Tiko get’s distracted.  Leans forward to catch other cop. 

Without cop noticing, Tiko pulls the cop’s gun from his holster.

Tiko gives an evil look.

TIKO

This is all your fault, you bitches.

He points the gun, aims at Rhonda. 

Chris sees this.

CHRIS

NOOOOO!

Chris leaps in front of Rhonda.  The crackling sound of a gunshot is heard.  Chris’s hand flies over his right boob as he falls to the ground. 

In the background both the cop in front of Tiko and behind him, tackle him to the ground and get the gun away from him.

Chris lies on the ground.  Rhonda is at his side, crying over him.  Darrell stands next to him looking devastated.

RHONDA

Oh my God!  Oh my God!

Rhonda leans down and hugs on Chris’s body. 

RHONDA

You just took a bullet for me.  

Chris’s eyes slowly open.  Rhonda continues to hug him and cry.

CHRIS

Well you don’t have to cry about it.

Rhonda pulls herself back.

RHONDA

Huh?

CHRIS

I said you don’t have to cry about it.

RHONDA

You’re all right?

DARRELL
Where were you shot?

Chris places a hand over his right breast, which is now flat, while the left one looks like a huge round breast still.

DARRELL

In the tit?

Chris pulls broken pieces of the wooden bowl from his top.

CHRIS

It was just my bowl.

Rhonda looks puzzled.

RHONDA

Huh?  Why did you have a bowl in there?  And 
what happened to both of your voices?

Just then, the wig Chris is wearing flops off.

Rhonda gasps.

Darrell leans down, putting Chris’s wig back in place.

RHONDA

You? 

Rhonda looks to Darrell.  Darrell has a guilty expression.

RHONDA

What’s going on here?

INT. CHRIS’S HOUSE - DAY       

Chris and Darrell, both dressed as men, are in the living room.  Main door is open.  Screen door is closed.

CHRIS

This is everything.  All the stuff I plan to 
take to jail with me.

A small pile of Chris’s clothes and other belongings sit on the couch.

DARRELL

I don’t understand why you’re doing this.  If we 
leave now we can be in Mexico by the morning! 

CHRIS

I’m tired of running.  I’m gonna stay here and face  whatever comes.  If you wanna go you can go. I’m 
not holding you here.

DARRELL
What all did you tell her?

CHRIS

Everything. 

DARRELL
Everything?  Couldn’t you have at least left one 
little detail out of it.  The part about how Marek 
really died!

CHRIS

I told her everything.  I figured we at least owed 
her that after lying to her the past week.

DARRELL

Ah man, but it was a perfectly good plan!  

We set that all up for nothing.

CHRIS

It wasn’t for nothing.  Tiko and his crew will 
be locked up for years, and they’ll never bother 
Rhonda or her neighbors again.

Out steps Rhonda from the side of the front door. 

Rhonda steps inside.

RHONDA

I heard everything you said.

CHRIS

Rhonda, what are you doing here?

RHONDA

I’m a grown woman and I can be wherever I want.

CHRIS

(confused)

Yeah, but shouldn’t you be down at the police 
station turning us in?

Rhonda’s expression changes.

RHONDA

I thought about everything you told me earlier, 
and although I know you may be a liar, guilty 
of breaking and entering, and a bad dresser-might 
I add, the one thing I do know is that you’re not a 
killer.

Rhonda walks closer to Chris.

RHONDAY
You took a bullet for me.  No one’s ever done 
anything like that for me before.

CHRIS

We’re not really bad guys.  We were just two 
brothas’ trying to hold down a job and pay the 
rent to keep a roof over our heads, but then we 
got fired and one thing lead to another.  We 
shoulda’ called the police right away we Marek 

died.  They’re probably gonna figure it all out 
any ways-when they do an autopsy.

RHONDA

There won’t be an autopsy.

DARRELL
(eager)

What do you mean there won’t be no autopsy?

Rhonda pulls a piece of paper from her purse.

RHONDA

Marek requested his body immediately be returned 
to South African Soil in the occurrence of his death. 
He also stated in his will that there should be no 
autopsy.

Both Chris and Darrell look puzzled.

RHONDA

There’s one small thing I forgot to tell you.  I’m 
not just Marek’s tenant.  I am also his lawyer. He 
hired me to put together his will and handle a few 
other things in exchange for a lower rate on my 
rent.  I just passed the BAR a few days ago, so 
everything is in order-legally.

CHRIS

You’re not gonna turn us in?

RHONDA
(smiling)

I’m not gonna turn you in.

DARRELL
(excited)

She’s not gonna turn us in!

RHONDA

Oh.  One more thing.  Turns out Marek owed 
quite a bit in back taxes, plus a couple of his 
places were about to go into foreclosure.  So 
looks like, after all of that’s taken care of, the 
only thing he would still legally own is his 
main house.  And he left that to you guys.

Chris and Darrell are stunned.

CHRIS

What?  No way! 

DARRELL
Marek hated us.

RHONDA

So I fudged a of couple things in his will.  He 
didn’t have any children or living relatives, so 
I don’t consider it stealing. 

DARRELL

We have a house?

CHRIS

(to Darrell)

We have a house!

Rhonda smirks.

RHONDA

Correction - Christina and Darlene have a house.

RHONDA

So don’t put away those high heels and dresses 
just yet.

DARRELL
We don’t got a job, but we got a house.  Even better!

RHONDA

I might be able to help with that too.  I think I know 
a new lawyer who is looking to do some hiring. 

DARRELL
Who?

RHONDA

Me!

RHONDA

I’m opening up my own law office next month

and I can use a couple a’ good maintenance guys.

DARRELL

Maintenance?

CHRIS

Maintenance is cool with us.

RHONDA

Who knows, if you’re good, maybe you can 
work your way up. 

She winks at Chris.  They kiss.

CAMERA PULLS BACK

EXT. CHRIS’S HOUSE - DAY

CHRIS (V.O.)

Can I ask you one thing?  You really think 
I’m a bad dresser?

RHONDA (V.O.)

Yeah, you should have seen some of that stuff you 

had on…  Did you ever try looking in a mirror! 

CHRIS (V.O.)

What??? My outfits were cute! 

RHONDA (V.O.)

If you’re a 70 year old maybe!

EXT. STREET - DAY       

Ralphie is straggling down the street. 

Ralphie stops in front of Marek’s house.  Looks around.  Bends down, collects the copper colored bullet shells, and puts them in his pocket. 

Ralphie picks up the unbroken bowl Chris had in his bra.  Then picks up a few big pieces of the broken bowl, puts those inside the unbroken bowl.

Ralphie stands, continues walking down the street.
